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Editorial 

"You may give them your love, hut not your thoughts. You may house 
their bodies, hut not their sotds, for their souls dwell in the house of 
tomorrow, which you carmot visit, even in your dreams.” 

—Gibran, Kahlil, The Prophet 

Today, we young Americans are a concoction of what our parents want us to 
be, and what the social code expects us to be; onlv a small ingredient in our makeup 
is what we want to be ourselves. Though we mav, on occasion, seem to rebel against 
the forces of conformity, we are actually losing the war with the enemv of the present 
age— pressure. 

Our small world of the 60’s resembles a James Bond torture chamber. The walls 
are closing in: college on the east and west, job opportunities on the north and south, 
and social acceptance from the ceiling and floor. Parents are unknowingly helping to 
kick in the walls. Teachers are also aiding the gradual collapse. They all push; they 
all exert pressure. (For our own good, naturally, but nevertheless, pressure.) 

Supposedly* we are the future mainsprings of our country. How, then, are we 
supposed to learn to govern it, to be leaders of a free world, to learn to shape our 
destiny, to keep ourselves and our nation intact unless we are free to form our own 
opinions in an atmosphere as relieved of pressure as possible? Instead of being free 
to function and to learn on our own, we are constantly being molded bv our elders, 
who want to help us on our way. They, in a sense, want us to be flawless versions 
of themselves; they want us to benefit from their mistakes, and to have everything 
they did not have. They push us into college because college is necessary for 
their interpretation of a socially acceptable later life, of a good job, or of a suitable 
mate. They push us into an early rigid social pattern because they want us to get 
a head start on the social rat-race we must face in later years. We are constantly 
warned of the dangers and rough spots of life, yet we are allowed few opportunities 
to test our abilities to survive them. We have little say in the shaping of our minds 
or in the directing of our futures. We might want something different from what our 
parents want for us. We might know that college is wrong, that marriage is wrong. 
Being pressured into these institutions retards our intellectual and spiritual growth 
and prevents our gaining knowledge of ourselves. 


We will, sooner or later, have to face the big world on our own. It will be a 
world modem beyond the wildest fantasies of our grandparents, one which will 
evolve from the life we are currently living. It will not be identical to the world of 
1965, or any previous year. We, however, will have grown up with it. We will know 
it. We will have to make our own adjustments to it. 

Our parents, our teachers have known a different world, a world which they 
discovered jfor themselves. We can hardly use their hard-learned lessons to avoid 
pitfalls in our new world. We must have the chance in these transition teenage years 
to explore, to accept or reject, to weigh, to balance. We must be given the opportun- 
ity to go in the direction we choose, toward the goals we choose, without pressure 
from our elders. Surely if we had this chance, the future American society would not 
be a carbon copy of that of the present adult generation. Perhaps, then, historv would 
not repeat itself, and we would be able to shape a bright new world. 

" You may strive to be like them, but seek not to make them like you. 

For life goes not backward nor tarries with yesterday." 

Virginia Folwell ’65 
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The calmness . . . peace, 

The wind . . . rage . . . storming 
The leaves . . . hopes . 

The rain . . . tea rs../ , teeming 
What is leftr 5 ? /jpj 
Only darkness e--r\ death. 


falling, 


Winter 

Shimmering freshness awakens the spirit 
With delight . . . 

Delight in this fantasy, 

This crystallized dream 
Before reality melts gelid ideals. 


The Cathedral 


You are standing there, dark and magnificent against the early morning sky. 
There is something forboding in your appearance. Are you hiding something— an 
unknown secret of the past? You have coolly examined all who have come here, all 
who have gazed at you and wondered the same as I. There you are, stiff and gaunt. 
Whether shrouded by mist or basking in sunlight, you are eternally the same. 

Stephanie Street '65 


Probing 

How is one able to freelv express 

The climbing emotions of pure tenderness? 

How, in the presence of rule after rule, 

Can one become loving and loved by in school? 

What is love's future 
In our heartless homes; 

While searching and futile, 

Within us it roams? 

How, in the span of the time we must spend, 

Can feelings root deeper than one heart can bend? 
How, through those long lonely cold winter days, 
Can love remain hidden, neath the deepest of haze? 
How, through the long lonely cold winter nights, 
Can love remain buried and still find the light? 


Sue Baron '66 


Does Mourning Become Eiectra? 

It’s been two years since I moved to my modest flat, 
just another dark niche in the New York flatsarium. My 
only achievement in this dreary duration has been the 
loss of ten pounds— the result of seven flights up and 
limited food rations. 

My name is Eiectra Osborn. Once upon a time I wal- 
lowed in opulence. Now I earn every morsel of my un- 
lovely livelihood. Each day I push through the milling 
sidewalkers like a checker staggering from square to square in an ingenious move. 
My destination: my job at Schrafft’s where I’m employed as a waitress. 

This particular February day was bitterly cold, and as I gathered my light flannel 
coat about my neck, I felt as if this underprivileged state I was in was choking me. 
I was lonely and unhappy. The silver platter routine suited me far better when I was 
on the receiving end. 

The morning rush was the usual English muffin. Then one o’clock came. The 
fashionable luncheon crowd arrived. 

I went to the table at which two stately women were looking over the bill of 
fare. Filling the water glasses, I caught their excited talk of debutantes. My guess 
was that they were patrons. As I waited for their orders, the odor of a familiar perfume 
pricked my memory. It was the same perfume I had worn that last summer of “opu- 
lence.” 

—Nostalgia struck— 

—Here come the tennis players walking across the green, green, oh so green grass 
courts. They come to my table to brag, oh so subtly, about their prowess. What mar- 
velous men! 

“Good set, Peter. Bravo! Bravo! 

“Thank you. I play my best on Sunday mornings.” 

Another balmv summer evening— splashy silk dresses— unpretentiously silk. The 
young set speaking wealth unpretentiously. Young men in madras jackets unpreten- 
tiously posed for the New Yorker. This is a typical evening on this planet of unpreten- 
tious prestige. 

“Eiectra, mav I interest vou in a coffins and my tales of mountain climbing in 
Chile?” 

“I’d love the coffins.” (But do I have to have Chile with it?) 

But, of course, I listen because this is unpretentious climbing. 

Tea dances, balls, dinner parties— every time a new gown on a new date, and 
every idea, without fail, a CAPITAL one. 

Faff comes and its back to the most costly college in the East. I bid my dear 
summer friends farewell while my subconscious thanks them for their names. — Then 
everything slips away — 

"On second thought I’ll have the soup de jour.” 

End of a flashback . . . reality . . . return to Schrafft’s. The perfume took on the 
odor of society on the rocks. 

I scribbled their orders on my pad and swished through the swinging doors into 
the kitchen wondering if I really missed the unpretentious life ... or had I just come 
down from the Chilean mountain tops? 

Susannah Osborn ’65 
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Before the Weaver 

How the lovely, linen lawn, 

From the great, green flax is bom. 

There in the fields it grows at dawn, 

But by nightfall is ready to be worn. 

Drenched, now dried are the inflexible stocks, 
Beaten and struck with interminable knocks. 
Then carded and combed like a maiden’s locks. 

To the spinner next where the fibers are drawn. 
Care must be taken, not a thread to be tom. 
Finally the one who’s waited since morn. 
Weaves the lovely linen lawn. 


Cindy Keller ’66 


Campaign Commentary 


What a campaign! (one few will forget.) 

Barry’s army; Father Lyndon; the emotional set. 

Mud-slinging paperbacks lining the shelves 
And dirty old Donkey men dancing like elves. 

Johnson’s a wheeler; Barry’s extreme. 

Whom shall we oppose— which corrupt team? 

The Negro is holy, the poor man sublime. 

But what about us plain folks, the ones who are fine? 

Medicare, Cuba, morality doing time 
Ballot in hand— we change our minds. 

Kid brothers with the power-itch, and grandsons of great ones 
Have beaten and lost to old politicians. 

Old hoofers versus equestrians of poor grace and form . . . 

Just when will elections establish a norm? 

Where will it end— this farcical power test? 

Which do we pull— which lever of protest? 

Virginia Folwell ’65 


“Reformation” 

My hand is limp, 

My mind is numb. 

Fault of rambling I must o’ercome. 

“Tis best,” she says, “to be concise.” 

“Tis hard,” I say, 

“When thoughts don’t seem to come that way.” 

Susannah Osborn ’65 


Beckoning 

You’re growing up, Johnny; 

No longer may you linger 
in the meadow', 

Fascinated by a flower 
Or gaze at the sky in wonder 
Or wish frivolouslv upon a star. 
Society calls you a man 
And you must comply. 


Carolyn Warren ’65 


I Wonder 


When I was but a little girl, 

I often used to wonder 

What made the heavens toll with wrath 

And tore the sky asunder. 

Night came stealing through the sky, 

Shadows sprung out from the earth 
The wind murmured its plaintive cry. 

Stars twinkled in mirth. 

Then suddenly the rain came down. 

Shattering the peace. The sky filled with wrath, 
The heavens rumbled, the thunder rolled. 
Lightning flickered— an aftermath. 

’Twas over in a second; 

It did not last for long. 

What made the Lord so vengeful? 

Did I do something wrong? 


Al ison Golding '67 
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The Pattern 


Now it will be somebody else’s turn. I can hear the restlessness of the water. 

It looks cold and forlorn. If it is cold, probably the night makes it so, for the icicles 
hanging from the roof of the boathouse are growing longer with each new hour. It 
is forlorn because of the intense darkness. There is no moon out tonight, just as there 
was no moon out last New Year’s Eve. A year has passed, though it seems like a day. 
For that man down there at the end of the wharf, however, I know that these last 
twelve months have been a dark eternitv. I know because I once knew a man who 
stood on the edge of the same wharf clad in dark clothes. This man, now watching the 
water ripple under the wharf and listening to its soft murmur as it trickles down the 
side of the wharf’s supporting posts, is utterly alone. He is there because he needs 
quiet and because be longs for tbe freedom of tbe beckoning sea. He has lived one 
entire year in the shadow of captivity. He is thankful that he has escaped, but maybe, 
after tonight, he would have preferred a cell to eternal damnation. 

Perhaps he is thinking back on tbe events of exactly one year ago tonight. He was 
happy then. It was New Year’s Eve and he was celebrating. He was celebrating 
because a new year had begun. A new horizon and countless opportunities lay ahead. ' 
There would be chances to better himself and to make his home more comfortable 
and his family happier. Little did he know that his celebrating was in vain, for he was 
forced to forfeit his hopes, his dreams, his new horizons, and his endless opportunities. 

The rain and fog had not provoked any fewer people into staying home. It was 
New Year’s Eve and a celebration was essential. The bars were crowded and noisy. 
The mist hanging heavily over the city could not disguise the flashing lights, the 
screaming crowds, or the screeching of tires on the wet pavement. It could not drown 
out the aroma arising from particular places where bottles, once tightly corked, were 
quickly emptied. 

A large bright bubble made its way to the bottom of a pole and a year had been 
lost forever in a century of progress. A nation rejoiced amidst rain and fog. Perhaps 
the man on the wharf was the only one in the nation who did not rejoice. He did 
not care because he knew that the new year would be the same as the old one. In 
fact, all the years of his life would be like tbe old one— full of remorse. He did not 
care. Intruding footsteps suddenly interrupted his brooding thoughts. Then the sound 
was drowned out by laughing voices and loud horns. The dark man turned around 
and saw moving toward him a loud-mouthed, watery-eyed crowd. He shivered a little 
and tried to edge farther into the shadows. A voice called to him. 

“Want something to drink, pal? It’s New Year’s Eve! No time to be sober!” 

“Leave him alone, Vic. The rest is for us.” 

The dark man ignored the invitation and the sodden group, but they could not 
ignore him. A clammy hand on the back of his neck swung him around so he was 
face to face with the people. They sparkled and bubbled as they laughed and 
screamed. 

One of the women broke the heel of her shoe when it got stuck between the 
boards of tbe wharf. She threw it carelessly into the water and, eyeing the stranger 
mischievously, tossed the other in also. She paraded around the wharf barefooted 
while the others laughed raucously. The stranger did not laugh. He did not even 
smile. The man with the clammy hand put his arm around the dark stranger’s 
shoulders and shoved an open bottle of whiskey into his face. 


“Come on, pal. Join the group. This is no time to be sober.’’ 

The dark man’s face turned from snowy white to bloody red and, with a swift 
movement of his hand, he sent the bottle crashing to the ground. 

The crowd was suddenly quiet. They all eyed the liquid trickling through the 
cracks into the murky water. The stranger tried to bteak away from the grip. The 
clammy hand grew flaming hot and five fingers tightened around his throat. 

Bleary eyes flared with hatred and savage words fell from trembling lips. A strong 
arm pushed the sober stranger closer and closer to the water’s edge. The fingers 
seemed to burn his neck and then ... it was over. 

Had that moment of uncontrolled fury been only a year ago? Perhaps a century 
had slipped by. His conscience would never restore his sense of time— or freedom. 
Now he stands, on that same wharf, weighted by guilt and remorse and clad also in 
dark clothes. 

I can hear intruding footsteps now. Tonight will be no different from anv other 
New Year’s Eve. My assailant will soon join me as a joined mine. We will watch 
together next time. The pattern repeats itself. There will always be a silent man 
standing on the edge of a wharf clad in dark clothes. 

I have heard the splash. His end has come. The pattern is finished. The pattern 
begins. 

Kim Feather '65 
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Laugh Not 


An individual alone and silent, afraid. 

An individual, one with separate ideas, 

One with separate emotions and feelings, 

Laughed at because he expresses himself. 

An individual keeps the world from monotony 
So, laugh not at him, hut at yourself, 

For you are the cause of . . . 

An individual alone and silent, afraid. 

Julie MacPherson ’66 



Maturity 


Man is but a child 
When through a window 
He sees no view. 

Rather a reflection 
That is neither blemished, 
nor askew. 

Child becomes a man 
When his window 
Opens wide 

And rather than his reflection 
He sees the wonder of outside. 


Carolyn Warren '6^ 



Pride Goeth Before 

As I drove along the city streets in mv mother’s polished blue Jaguar, I could 
not help feeling rather important. The road seemed dangerously inviting. The day 
was mine, to go anywhere or do anything. My jubilant mood seemed to be reflected 
by the car itself, almost as though it wanted to show off its great prowess on the 
magnificent four lane highway. 

To get to the highway, I was forced to pass through a slum area. I locked the 
doors and turned the comer into the heart of our town’s Harlem. As I did so, an old 
colored man started to cross the street. I could have stopped or gone ahead. But 
today was my day, everything was perfect; I could afford to be generous. I pulled to 
a stop to let the old man pass, and I thought to myself, “He must certainly think I’m 
a kind, broadminded person.” I smiled brightly— what a nice girl I was! As he reached 
the other side of the car, he looked at me, grinned maliciously, spit on the car, and 
went on his way. 

Stephanie Street ’65 


The Wall 

Slowly, then rapidly they crouch forward 
Looking to see if the guards are there 
Quickly, and closer they move 
They climb to the very peak 
Grasping a glimpse of freedom. 

Suddenly shots ring out 

They fall to freedom 

They are gone. The wall lives on. 

S us anne Strenz ’66 
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Perfect Union 


Securing my little craft to the piling, I turned to face the island. I peered through 
the pine trees which completely surrounded the tiny cabin. Its dark brown color con- 
trasted the bright green of the trees and blended with the fallen pines. Oh yes, the 
whispering pines! The floor before me was carpeted with brown needles. Dare I tred 
on them? Silence was my answer. But then— swoosh! A bird’s wings broke the barrier 
between this world and the one from which I had just come. I stepped forward until 
the sturdy dock no longer held my feet; just the fragrant pines. Now I was part of 
them once again. They made no sound under my bare feet but felt cool and refresh- 
ing. Freedom! Now I ran remembering this path, that tree, those daisies, still morning 
dewey, in a clump of grass exposed to the sun. The smell of woodsy pines and fresh 
daisies filled my chest and I stopped to take deep breaths until I thought my lungs 
would burst. 

Walking on more calmly now, I knew my very own spot awaited me not far 
away. Strangely, however, I felt dizzy with a sensation of being pulled by the faint 
sound of the water smashing against the rocks on the westward point, my end of the 
island. I was being lured by the promise of freedom and the loss of burdens. Is there 
such a place? 

The path became steeper and I could no longer see the calm mill pond on the 
leeward side from which I had come. It was getting cooler and windy and I could 
feel a faint dampness in the^air. As I neared the crest the trees opened to white blue 
sky and the wind was playing in my hair. Then I saw the mountains! Those unbeliev- 
able mountains, purple blue, making a semi-circle until they reached the near border 
of evergreens dark in silhouette against the sky. Suddenly I was drenched with a 
refreshing spray which was hitting me in great bursts each time a big wave smashed 
against the point below. This was all mine and I loved it. The wind, the clear, clean 
air, and even the dark menacing water welcomed me back to their comer of the 
world as it will never be again. I was a part of them, unbound bv chains of civiliza- 
tion. Free in this world of the unreal. 


Jean Dickerman ’65 


Winter Holiday 

Snow, sun 
Shimmering fun, 
Bells ringing, 
Merry singing. 

Jolly laughter 
Somber after . . . 


Penny Crabb '65 



Wind Symphony 

Violins shrieking, screaming, 

Cymbals crashing 
Horns sounding forth 

The very essence of the body, the soul, 
Surging through the heart, 

Pounding through the life 

And carried with the wind. 


The wind— whispering her freedom 
With the music of life, 

Throwing forth her head-strong prowess 
So natural— free and true. 

Nature’s voice sounding joy, strength. 

Strength carried with a whisper, 

A crash, 

A clash of cymbals, an echo 
To all who feel 

Pressure rising inside the soul— 

The sound so magnificent, so inspired— 
Yearning to give of itself, 

As life gives 

As love gives. 

Love, rushing excitement longing for release— 
The climax— ecstasy 
A pause— to restore, to regain, 

To soothe . . . 

To soothe the anxiety, the tension 
Through melancholy sweetness. 

The melodv returns— so sensitive 
To the essence of the body, the soul 
Which surged through the heart 
Pounded through the life 

O 

And is forever carried with the wind. 


Mary Taylor '65 


Adult’s Lament 


Soon the teen generation in this world of indecision 

Must handle the fates in jobs of position 

And deal with the problems of war and tomorrow' 

Without a thought to their personal sorrow. 

And what are they now' ... a conforming mass 
Of dancing derelicts; unfeeling and crass. 

Can they ever accept the mantle of questions, 

Decisions, dilemmas, enigmas, deceptions 
That trouble the world today as it stands? 

How I hate to see it go into their hands! 

Who will protect them— green leaders of state, 

These important men, now in amorphous state? 

Not I; they deserve a rough spot to smooth, 

To find that the world’s not all cherries— to lose. 

And then when they flounder and sink after failing, 

We’ll have to take hold, and guide to smooth sailing. 

For the young cannot know the answers to life; 

They simply must seek them as w'e do— through strife. 

Virginia Folwell '65 
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The Dead Cat 


In a heavy cauldron 
of brewing storm 
I walked along the shore. 

The war of waves 

was deafening, 

deafening, pounding waves. 

The methodical sound of them 
made my mind 
turn somersaults with 
thoughts of surging blueness- 
then the quiet after 
underneath of 
blissful fish. 

The blueness of the 
vast unending 
sea 

was suddenly disrupted by 
frothing whiteness. 

It turned angry— 
yelling things at me— 
screaming and repeating 
the horror and 
mysterious loneliness 
of life. 

I took myself up 
to the topmost point of 
the jetty’s rockv edge. 

There, without thought 

(except in the turbulence of my mind) 

I threw mvself in. 


The thrashing waves 
turned against me and 
threw me 
against the sand 
again and again. 

The terror of seeing them 
come down and engulf me— 

I cannot explain. 

They crashed defiantly 
over and over 
against my withering 
body: pulling and pushing 
and tearing at me. 

Stinging me with their saltiness. 

Suddenly— 

out of a 

frenzied hell 

came a 

peaceful heaven. 

Downward, 
ever downward— 

Past things 

no eyes have dared to see. 

Past unknown beauties 
that the sea holds close. 

Past swaying, soothing 
melodies, 
from sweet, sad, 
seahorses’ harps. 

Past the netted coolness 
of mermaids’ hair 
Gently, rhythmically 
waving 
good-bye. 


Claudia Semple ’65 


Oh! To Be a Child of Nature 


Oh! to be a child of nature . . . 

To laugh at the sun 
And cry at the moon. 

To catch apple blossoms 
That fall from cirrus clouds 
(Fragrant in the evening’s sunset.) 

To run and dance 
And be a sprite on earth. 

To have moonbeams in my hair 
And wings on my feet 
That would carry me to 
Freedom. 

To wear a dress of silver silk grass 
And to be fresh 
(With dew) 

As if I just sprouted 

From the good earth’s richest soil 

And to have 

Whoever it is 

Pluck me (from mv roots) 

And love me. 

(As a child of nature.) 

Lea Semple '67 
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the red balloon 

the red balloon 
Cround as round can be) 
be felt sure 
was flying high 
high 

high 

because balloons float naturally 

air being puffier 
(full as full can be) 
pushes from land to sea 
the balloon swirls 
swirls 

swirls 

but its shadow others can’t see 

for him, only seven 
(and only as only can be) 
balloons are forever 
(and things are forever you know) 
his balloon will come down 
down 

down 

something tells him, outsiders can’t see 


SUSAN B. BAKER ’65 


Kilkeny Rock 


The 37 Ford came to a jerky stop and all of us piled out. The crisp afternoon 
air chilled us, fox the car had been warm due to its ancient heater. I ran ahead climb- 
ing and stumbling over rocks covered with leaves. As I neared the top I became more 
excited and anxious. Finally, reaching the crest I gazed in awe around me. For many 
miles at my feet lay a great valley with mountains in the distance. This cup of nature 
was filled with fields, lakes, and, to the northwest, the city. There were patches of 
color; greens, greenblues, grays. It had been a long time since I had been here and I 
had forgotten the majesty. The three others caught up with me. We wrapped warm 
blankets tightly around us and found a comfortable ledge to view from. I felt so 
superior. There I was looking down on all those people wending their ways to and 
from the city. They were completely involved in their lives of honking horns, cash 
registers, and more people. Here we were, individuals enveloped in the wonders of 
nature. They seemed, to be living in a huge machine. We lived in a dream. I pulled 
my blanket closer and watched the last rays of pink sunlight pull their warm, friendly 
glow from the hills. Sadly I prepared to return to that frantic world. But the view 
from the rock stays with me, that peaceful elegance. 

Dale B. Nichols ’65 



Two People 

How funny that two people 

Can act the same, react the same, enact the same 
Dream. 

Small world. 

How funny that two people 
Realize, visualize paradise 
Afar, 

Right here. 

How funny and yet lovely 
That life is love 
And you 
Are mine. 


Virginia Folwell ’65 


The Gray Day 


This is a beat day. 

It’s rather gray, and 

The haze hangs around the city. 

It’s awfully quiet except for 
The alley cats jumping 
On garbage pails 
And lurking in doorways. 

It’s gray, and 

The trees aren’t even green. 

It’s Sunday. 

Lea Semple ’67 
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There are those who will scream, 
Yell, stomp up and down, clapping 
People on the back, and making 
Complete spectacles of themselves . . 


And yet there are others 
Who quietly stand, keeping 
That warm, tingling feeling 
All wrapped up inside. 


Tina Wright ’68 



Second Thoughts 


The setting sun cast shadows on the front of the dilapidated courthouse. It was 
badlv in need of repair, but there were more important things to do with tax money 
than spend it on repairs. A young man trudged up the creaking steps, pausing once to 
look back at the deserted street. The only sign of activity was the appearance of two 
old men at the door of Castleberry’s Grocery. One of them took out a handkerchief, 
mopped his brow, and spat juicily on the sidewalk. The other caught sight of the 
young man. Their eves met. The old one whispered something to his companion 
whereupon they both burst into loud cackling. 

Inside, the voung man entered a small smokey room where there were about a 
dozen people gathered. The dav had been especially hot and everyone was agitated. 
He observed the emotions registered on each face. One young woman sat deathly still,, 
biting a quivering lower lip. Drumming fingers caught his attention and he observed 
their somber-faced owner. 

His own voice shattered the heavy silence. 

“Whv? Whv did this have to happen? Why are people like that? We’ve been 
here two months now working our hides off to register these “citizens.” So what 
happens? No one wants to register because they’re afraid. Now Joe’s been beaten 
up. Standing up for vour rights apparently gets you nowhere but in the hospital.” 

“I sometimes wonder if what we’re doing is worth the chances we’re taking,” 
said the girl with the quivering lower lip. 

“Why did you come down South this summer anyway?” asked the young man 
of the drumming fingers. 

“Because I believe in equalitv for all. Equality for Negroes has to start some- 
where, and registering them for voting is a beginning.” 

“A beginning of what?” 

“Of equality as I just said.” 

“Are you sure?” 

From another corner of the room a dark-haired girl cried, “I wish I’d never come 
at all. It’s not what I thought it would be. We’ve worked so hard, and what do we 
get for it? Nothing but opposition from both sides.” 

“I suppose we have to remember the ideal— the dream,” said the voung man. 

A bearded youth, who had remained quiet during the outburst, rose impatiently 
from his seat by the dust-caked window. 

“Time is running short. There are still many areas to be covered before we leave. 
Tomorrow I want as many houses done as possible, and remember, don’t be afraid. 
Joe’s case is unfortunate, but we have to expect a few incidents like that. Remember 
our purpose in coming South. It’s a good one! Don’t let anyone frighten vou out of 
accomplishing it.” 

The noonday sun blazed down on the parched earth with such intensity that the 
young man thought the trees might burst into flames. He kicked a stone in the dust 
and pondered the snatches of conversation of the dav before — “Remember why you 
came South.” . . . What do we get for it?” . . . 

An unpainted shack, surrounded by a broken fence, came into view. Approach- 
ing it, he pushed open the gate which creaked in anguish at his touch. Garbage lit- 
tered the yard, though an old mongrel was making short work of it. The odor of col- 
lard greens reached him as he neared the door. He knocked. From a small crack in 
the door an old w oman peered out at him. 


“Yes, suh?” 

“I would like to register you and anyone in vour family who is of age to vote in 
the next election,” replied the young man. 

“Thank yuh, but ah don’ think me and ma husband wants to.” 

A voice boomed at her, “Woman, who dat at de door?” 

“A voung man wantin’ us to register to vote.” 

“Tell him to come on in,” responded the deep voice. 

She motioned the voung man to enter into the kitchen where an old Negro man 
was seated on a ricketv chair. His face had deep lines etched in it, especiallv around 
the eves. The voung man noticed his enormous hands, calloused from long vears of 
labor. 

“What d’ va want, voung man?” 

“I came to register vou to vote.” 

“Sorry, but ain’t, no one here gonna vote. I wants to keep ma job and ma land. 
D’ya know what’d happen if ah voted?” 

“But there are laws to protect vou now. Anvone who interferes is breaking those 
laws and will be prosecuted.” 

The old man wiped the sweat from his brow with his enormous hand and 
snickered, “Boy, have you got a lot to learn ’bout the South. Down here ain’t no 
law if you’s a nigger— only white man’s law. How much you think them laws gonna 
hep when thev’s enforced by nigger-hatin’ white men. Them laws ain’t gonna change 
nothin’ all of a sudden— somethin’ that’s been goin’ on a long, long time. That’s what 
you folks up North think. Yo’ think you can jes’ come down here and change every- 
thin’ without really knowin’ what’s going on. Them laws might never be trulv actual. 
I ’ppreciate what you’s trying to do, but you ain’t no use ’round here.” 

The young man rose to leave. He moved past the silent old woman and out the 
door. Glancing back at the house, his eve caught a quick movement at the wondow. 
Pieces of official paper dropped from his hand into the dust. He shrugged his shoulders 
and moved on. 

Judith Anderson ’65 



The Gallery 


Amid the paintings and canvases sits a desk. There is a giant window in front 
of it. The sight of the ocean and beach brings me almost too close to the “real” 
nature. But never too far from the “real” world. The desk produces many things— 
depending on the ever-changing moods of the sea. You know— the sea is the only 
thing that is really free. 

Now the room is dark, the time for painting is over. I sit in my big leather chair 
at my desk. The room is heavy with atmosphere. It smells of turpentine, paint, salt 
air, the beach, smoke, and a faint well strained echo of an exotic something. 

In every corner a new treasure can be found. Things I put away long ago, just 
to re-find now. Things that will make me happy . . . and remember. 

Here in my gallery of so many unfinished things— I can be so many finished 
things ... all I ever wanted to be. But most of all I can be myself . . . 

How then, shall I leave it? 

Lea Semple ’67 


ALIVE 

He saw the joy in the child’s face, 
the flowing of fresh wheat, 
the brilliance of autumn leaves, 
the brightness of the evening star. 
This faith . . . 

He heard the rushing of the mountain stream, 
the cry of the helpless babe, 
the ringing of the church bell, 
the laughter of the old man. 

This courage . . . 

He felt the softness of the lost feather, 

the fullness of the woman’s breast, 
the smoothness of a puppy’s fur, 
the chilliness of a lake in spring, 

This respect . . . 

He smelled the freshness of the misty dawn, 
the crispness of the burning leaves, 
the sweetness of the budding rose, 
the briskness of the late night air. 
This care . . . 


is love. 

This love was his awakening, his life. 


Mary Taylor '65 



Ivory Castles 

The loveliness of wonder, 
the timelessness of care 

All some day will tumble, 
ivory castles in the air. 

Then what will be left, 

oh dreamers of the sky, 

To base your pretty dreams on, 
that seemed to fly so high? 

Nothing but the truth, 

the solid and the sane 

Nothing but reality; 

it laughs at guessing games. 

So why try to wish; 

why try to build a dream? 

You are assured that, in the end, 
it will but come to mean . . . 

That ivory castles cannot last, 

and they, with time, will fall. 

Now I’ve warned you, castle builders: 
do not give your all. 


Virginia Folwell ’65 


And This One Forgot 


Do not! You must not! You can not! 

Warnings of the wise. 

Why not? And this one forgot. 

Now silently he weeps. 

He is forgiven all too soon, 

Promises not to repeat. 

Why not? And this one forgot. 

Now silently he weeps. 

Barbara Begg '65 


—Come on, James; 

It’s time to go home 
You’ve been here a long time 
Too long. 

—But I can’t . . . 

I love it here 

The brightness, the laughter . . . 

The party. 

—But you must. 

Your soft bed awaits 
You’ll love it at home . . . 

So quiet. 

—But the people, 

The push 

The unending strain 
For purpose. 

—Success has been yours 
You’ve been entertained 
The people have loved 
And approved. 

Yet, that is living: 

The love of the party 
The unending lust 
For more. 

Virginia Folwell ’65 

Silence, 

Darkness of night 
Death 

End of a fight. 

Tears 

Flow on till dawn 
Sorrow, 

Of youth gone wrong. 


The Riot 


The End of the Party 


Judy Clough '65 



Reminiscence 


I knew him 
He was, well . . . 

Amazing. 

An amazing man. 

He did all in his power and more 
to aid Freedom. 

He was a pacifier 
to the nation. 

Then, as now,, the world was not kind 
And many hard and steep cliffs 
lay before him. 

He climbed most of them 
But . . . 

Once he slipped. 

The sea took him 

And I suppose it was best that way, 

For it seemed only fitting that he 
Should end in a place 
completely 
free. 


Lea Semple '67 


Enigma 

In a world of countless peoples, it is a raritv to find two individuals as perfectly 
matched as John and I. Candlelight dinners complemented by the mood music of 
Johnny Mathis and long afternoon walks through the sunny fields of the country- 
side are the things that we treasure doing the most. 

Both of us love to sleep late and wake to a breakfast of sizzling steak and steam- 
ing potatoes. Moodiness and sensitivity are two of our common traits. We are 
perfectionists and dreamers. We are both loners, yet we are like parallel lines destined 
never to meet. 


Pat Eidam '65 


To the Muses 


Nine daughters of Zeus, 
Children of Mnemosyne, 
Grant me your song. 

There lies Helicon, 
Climbing mortals see, 

Lofty your home. 

Apollo does love you, 

This great God of Truth, 
Joy to him bring. 

Give me grace to dance, 
Love’s knowledge to speak, 
Help me to see. 

Make me your servant, 
Bestow your sweet gifts, 
Happy to man. 

Nine daughters of Zeus, 
Children of Mnemosyne, 
Grant me your song. 


Fog 


When you’re walking 
—And not speaking 
It surrounds you. 

It is best at night . . . 

You can see it, 

And fling your arms 
Around and never feel it. 

It silences all things, 

Serves as a muffler to 
Shattering noise. 

Nancy Richardson '66 



Longing 

I long to be able to grasp a star 
Out of the mysterious black sky. 

My joy nothing could mar,. 

I’d wish upon it till morn is nigh. 

But morning comes too soon 

And crushes the light from the moon. 

The star no longer shines bright, 

Tis the end of a hopeful night. 


Martha Chigas ’67 


Senior Summit 


The months are slipping by; the new future draws near. The security which I 
have depended upon in the past will be left behind. I shall be on my own. But I am 
ready for the responsibilities of this new life. I have spent the past seventeen vears 
in preparation for this moment and am well aware that life is a survival of the fittest. 
The competition is keen and the path to maturity is strewn with disappointments and 
pitfalls. I hope that I shall surmount these obstacles with calmness and good judg- 
ment, using the knowledge I obtain from each one as a basis for a philosophy of life. 

Pat Eidam ’65 


Soliloquy 

The shadows fall, the day gives in 
Darkness inherits the earth. 

Faith is breached; the blackness wins 
Sounds are a funeral dirge. 

The love is gone, the memories left. 

Comfort from only a dream 

The heart and the soul from the senses are cleft 

Gone is the post used to lean. 

Virginia Folwell ’65 


Echo 

Fun came first 
To a sandy-haired boy 
With a smile 
As wide as the world 
And a laugh 

That echoed through time. 

Now she comes first 
To my sandy-haired boy 
Whose smile 
I no longer see. 

But his laugh 
Is an echo of mine. 


Carolyn Warren ’65 


Post-Expresso 

“Expresso with brandy, please, and she’ll have plain expresso.” 

The performer was very good; bitingly satirical, and hilariously funny. At the 
present moment, he was describing the mysteries of the New York subway system 
through the eves of a newcomer. After he had finished, a Negro blues singer 
approached the stage. “This is where we came in,” my escort said. “John, are you 
ready?” The four of us left and walked slowly back to the car discussing the show. 

“Almost home now—” 

‘I’ll take Cathy home, and you can drive Nancy to her place. See you back at my 
house. I can walk it. It’s just around the comer.” 

Yes, just around the corner. We had been the best of friends for five years, but 
it was never any different; we were too close. 

“You know, Cath, I’ll miss you.” 

“I know; there’s always something so sad about the end of a vacation. Besides, I 
dread the work coming up!” 

He lit two cigarettes and handed one to me. He slouched on the couch, ponder- 
ing the rising smoke. Then: 

‘I wonder if we will ever change. We’ve had some great times together. Remem- 
ber the egg fight? . . . and the sleighriding? Through the last five years, we’ve seen a 
lot of each other but we’ve never had a date, have we? Hey, this is a first!” 

“No, not really; let’s not spoil our record; we’ll just say that we were chaperoning 
John and Nancy.” 

“That’s better. You know, sometimes I think of you, and imagine that I can just 
reach up to touch your face. And then sometimes, I just want to get away. Do you 
know what I mean? I think we’ll change sometime, Cath. There will be that moment 
—probably during a snowball fight, or a wrestling match— that we’ll look at each 
other differently. That will be the moment of decision.” 

A sudden warning bell pricked my dreamy thoughts. “Will it be good or bad, 
though? We could lose all we have now— the fun, the friendship, the youth.” 

“But,” he reminded,” we might gain something that could be even greater and 
stronger that what we have now.” 

“But how will we know? If it’s bad, we’ll lose all of what we’ve built up, and no 
matter what, things could never be exactly the same again, could they?” 

“That’s why we’re so cautious, I think. We’re too closely guarded by our own 
fear, of what might happen. We’re the best of friends now because were not sure 
that being anything more than friends would increase what we already have, or 
erase it completely. We’ve always been honest with each other. Funny— I’m not 
sure I’ve ever been as honest with anyone before— even with a girl I thought I was in 
love with. So, in a way, we have a head start on a solid relationship. I guess we’ll 
know when the time comes, one way or another.” 

"How about some coffee?” I asked, using our ritualistic excuse to break up too- 
serious discussions; another subconscious safeguard; another reprieve from the seem- 
ingly inevitable judgment. 

"Not for me. It’s 1 : 30. John will think I’m lost.” 

He walked to the door and slipped into his jacket. 

“I might be up to see you.” 

“Mmm-Hmm. Stay happy and be good. Hey, it’s snowing.” 

“Night, Cath, I’ll miss you.” 

“Night— me too— write me a letter! Say good-bye to John for me.” 

The telephone’s sharp ring jerked me harshly awake and punctured my sleepy 
memories. 

“Good morning . . . nothing, Frank; I’d love to . . . oh, nothing exciting; we just 
went to a coffee house in the village. The comedian was pretty funny though. 

Virginia Folwell ’65 



The Forsaken 

Some, coming through the garden gate, asked, 
“What strange place is this? 

Why have we been brought here?” 

Above, from the terrace, I glanced 
At the beckoning shore, 

But the garden was in between. 

Inside, in the dark rooms, children gathered 
To watch the final ceremony, 

Shut out, never to see their faces 
Again. 

Some cried; 

Others did not know. 

I recall when first I came here 
The sky was clear. 

Now it’s filled with darkness and 
Fire. 

I see the smoke hazing yonder horizon. 

I watch them file out. 

I’d write their names to keep 
But the ledger is lost. 

I would keep their memory* 

With me forever— 

However, it too shall pass. 


Pru Carter ’65 


Ode to the Ocean 


Below a cloudless sky the ocean pounds, 

Its frothy waves spew a misty spray, 

And high above, the screech of seagulls sounds, 

As they swoop and swallow' helpless prey. 

The rich blue ocean rushes in to greet 
The soft, wet, squishy sand 
With a warm and perkv,. salt-filled fleet 
Of breezes whistling sweetlv hand in hand. 

The smells, the sights, the sounds intriguing me, 

I stand unconscious of despair and pains, 

For here before the contented, swaying sea, 

Is all the peacefulness that life contains. 

Betsy Clement '65 







The View 

Through my window . . . 

I can see life. 

Falling rain, 

Swaying verdant trees 
Whispering soft tunes 
As the breeze swiftly swirls 
Their leaves. 

The earth 

Absorbing endless drops of life, 
The shore, 

Hushed by the sea’s recession, 
Alive at its caress. 

My view is limited . . . 

But life is everywhere; 

Its beauty has no bounds. 

Meg Foster ’66 
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wishes to thank the following undergraduates 
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COCA-COLA CO. 


Lowell, Mass. 


BLANCHARD CHARTERED BUS SERVICE 

Owned and Operated by 0. N. Blanchard 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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JANE TOOHER 


Sports Clothes, Inc. 


598 COLUMBIA RD. 

DORCHESTER, MASS. 

STANLEY C 

. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 

43 Livingston Ave. 

GLenview 2-4482 

Lowell 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 

— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO. ( INC. 

1012 GORHAM ST. 

TEL GL 4-7857 


“Established in 1866” 

( i n 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, (ORP. 

/foAef A 

CX INC Of LOWELL / 

STATIONERY - BOOKS 

GIFTS - CARDS 


96-104-108 MERRIMACK ST. 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

Established 1872 


Diamond Merchants and Jewelers 


75 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Get It At 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph. 

309 ROGERS ST. - LOWELL, MASS. 


Free Delivery 


Phone GL 4-4831 


Leaders 

in 

fashion 



THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 


62 CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. GL 9-9319 
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Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 

“For Your Health’s Sake, Eat 
More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 452-3571 461 Lawrence St. 


GAUMONT BROS., INC. 

"Where Television and Appliances 
are a specialty, . . , 
not just a sideline" 


338 Merrimack St. 455-5656 
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Compliments of 


E. A. WILSON CO. 


700 Broadway 

Lowell, Massachusetts 


FUELS 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

CONANT'S GROCERY 


// 


YOU CAN DEPEND ON 



5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET, LOWELL, MASS. 


Motors - Automatic Transmission 
Brakes 

Established 1831 

BLACKSTOCK GARAGE 

EDWARD W. FREEMAN 

Experienced Repairing 

Tel. GL 2-4871 

572 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 

STORE 

Lowell’s Oldest and 

Leading Jewelry Store - My Business 

Is Diamonds - The Diamond Merchant 
of Lowell 

171 Central St. LOWELL, MASS. 

Telephone GL 2-9631 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

BAIN 


PEST CONTROL, INC. 

THE DEBATE CLUB 
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Buckland Printing Co. 

Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

DRS. PORTER and TUCKER 

Optometrists 
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Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


Compliments of 

SCANNELL 

BOILER WORKS 


Compliments of 


THOMAS J. SULLIVAN 


Compliments of 


EASTERN SERVICE CO, 


Frigidare Sales & Service 


Phone GL 3-3979 


HIGHLAND LAUNDRY 


LOWELL, MASS. 
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Portraits by 

BENRIMO 


Friends together can make 
a little world, warm 
with love and delight, 
and nothing makes so close 
a bond as the gift of a 

Beautiful Portrait 


OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER, ROGERS HALL CLASS OF 1965 


FOR APPOINTMENT CALL STUDIO 
-38 CHURCH STREET 
PArkview 9-4232 
WINCHESTER, MASS. 
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Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved Bird Roofer” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 



SOLD AT 

McKITTRICK BENNETT HARDWARE (0. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 

60 Fletcher Street LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 


A FRIEHD 
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go STRAIGHT, 

Seniors 
CoMliMErtfe of 
HixgH WqrsHam 

fe Ettn^r 


LOWELL 
Tel. 458-1281 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

24 MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


LITTLETON 
Tel. 486-5646 


Insurance 


Since 

Frederic. C. Church 
Newell L. Foster 
Branford S. Brennon 
Edward D. Howe, C.P.C.U. 
Kenton P. Wells 
John F. Reilly, Jr. 

24 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 


1865 

Milton L. Brown, Jr. 

Edgar J. Sidon 
Homer W. Jones, Jr. 
Joseph P. Randazza 
Howard E. MacDuff, Jr. 

Roger R. Foei.ey 

Littleton Common 
Littleton, Mass. 


Compliments of 


DR. and MRS. DAVID A. LATHAM and FAMILY 
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PARADISE DO-NUT (0. 


660 ROGERS ST. 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 


CLIFTON INVESTMENT (0. 


Compliments of 


AMERICAN WINDOW 

CLEANING COMPANY 

LOWELL GAS COMPANY 


SERVING COMMUNITY 


AND INDUSTRY 


SPLINTERS 


Success and Happiness 
To the 

CLASS OF 1965 

EIDAM’S, INC. 



2 LAWRENCE STREET 


LAWRENCE, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


BON MARCHE 

153 MERRIMACK ST., LOWELL 


ONE HUNDRED TWENTY-FOUR YEARS A PRESCRIPTION STORE 


Bailey & Co. 


PRESCRIPTION SPECIALISTS 


79 MERRIMACK ST. GL. 8-8447 LOWELL MASS. 


Compliments of 

THE STUDENT COUNCIL 
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Compliments of 

YOUR STUDENT COUNCIL 
PRESIDENT 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


Compliments of 

GENE’S HI GRADE 
ICE CREAM 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


N. P. DEMIS, INC. 

PLUMBING and HEATING 

24 MARSHALL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 01851 


459-9401 
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TO 

ROGERS HALL; an UNCOMMON School 

Compliments of 

Diamond Crystal 


The “UNCOMMON” Salt 
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69 Charles St. 
BEACON HILL 


543 Boylston St. 
COPLEY SQ. 


220 Clarendon St. 
COPLEY SQ. 


52 Brattle St. 
HARVARD SQ. 


A. A. SMITH & CO., INC. 

Est. 1906 

Authorized Dealers Underwood • Olivetti 
Sales • Services • Rentals 

34 Central Street LOWELL, MASS. 

GL 7-7481 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

TOWERS WAREHOUSES, INC. 

NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Est. 1876 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

The Hallden Machine Company 
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Compliments of 

Plaza Pipe & Supply Inc. 

Plumbing, Heating, Mill Supplies 

1-15 Oxford Street 


LAWRENCE, MASS. 


O'CONNOR & HILL HARDWARE 


460 Lawrence Street 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

THE DAY STUDENTS 

Proctor Paper Co. 
and 

J. F. Flemings, Inc. 

PAPER PRODUCTS 


w 


SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 


$ 


• 

SALES OFFICES 

PLANTS 

Baltimore, Md. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Boston, Mass. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

New York, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 

Hartford, Conn. 

Gainesville, Ga. 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Jacksonville, Texas 

Atlanta, Ga. 

Kendalville, Ind. 

Dallas, Texas 

Allentown, Pa. 

Columbus, Ohio 

Tracy, Cal. 

Des Moines, Iowa 

San Francisco, Cal. 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Stafford Springs, Conn. 

Los Angeles, Cal. 

New Haven, Conn. 

Detroit, Mich. 

Albany, New York 

Syracuse, N. Y. 
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Compliments of 

Joseph W. Taylor 


Compliments of 

PUTNAM & SON 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

Town House Motel 
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Compliments of 

Derby Electrical Motors 

82 Middle Street 
LOWELL, MASS. 

GL 9-9361 GL 9-9362 
Residential and Industrial - Commercial Wiring 

“ Oldest Electrical Contractors in the United States” 



Compliments of 

MT. PLEASANT 

RITCHIE GLASS CO. 

SPRING WATER CO., INC. 

Natural Spring Water 


Bottle Pumps and Stands 


Water Coolers 


Stedman Street LOWELL, MASS. 


Tel. 459-9041 


SPLINTERS 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Harold A. Linstad, Prop. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 


PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


EVERYONE’S FORD DEALER 



MOTOR SALES INC. 


LOWELL 


Compliments of . . . 

Compliments of . . . 

A FATHER 

DR. WILLIAM R. 
PEPIN, SR. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


The Glee Club 


George F. Fisher, Inc. 


500 Fifth Avenue 
NEW YORK 36, N. Y. 


SPLINTERS 


Beautiful Guest Rooms - Comfortable Cocktail Lounge 
Early English Dining Room 
designed for parents visiting 

Rogers Hall 

a jew minutes to 

SHERATON ROLLING GREEN Motor Inn 


Routes 133 & 93 


475-5400 


ANDOVER, MASS. 


Success and Happiness To All the Girls of the 
Father’s Day Baseball Team of 1965 
You “Played The Game” Well 

Keep Playing the Game Well for the Years To Come and We Will All Be 

Proud of You 

GOOD LUCK, 

A Devoted Father 

p. s. Anyone for a ball game after diplomas?? 
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Splinters 

Rogers Hall School 

Lowe 11, M assackusetts 
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SPLINTERS 



Commencement Number 

1965 

Editor- m-C hie f 

Virginia Folwell 

Judith Anderson 
Kimberly Feather 

Literary Board 

Susannah Osborn 

Stephanie Street 

Dale Nichols 

Carolyn Warren 

Susan Baker 

Business Board 

Manager— Patricia Eidam 

Cheryl Myrick 

Deborah Boas 

Kathleen Smalldon 

Linda Farwell 

Barbara Begg 

Art and Photography 

Editor— Prudence Carter 

Elizabeth McMillan 

Judith Clough 

Mary Taylor 

Anne Gummere 

Eaculty Advisor 

Mrs. Banks Worsham 


Faculty Art Advisor 

Mrs. John Perloff 




EDITORIAL 

Next year, we seniors will be forced to utilize the opinions and ideals 
which have been cultivated in us to aid us in making decisions and in 
taking action on those decisions. We now talk on forever about the wonder 
of freedom from outside obligations and authorities, but the fact is that we 
are not going to be liberated from these external pressures at all. The 
actual meaning of freedom is responsibility, the right to exercise mature 
judgment and to employ self-discipline. The responsibility of life will 
merely be switched from Rogers Hall and our parents to us. We will have 
to direct our own futures in which responsibility to and consideration for 
others will have to play a large part in our actions. 


” Let the music flow out of you as though you were talking. 
But remember that freedom is not disorder 



Miss Hildred Ramsay 
Headmistress of Rogers Hall 


TO THE MEMBERS OF THE SENIOR CLASS 


Do not forget that old gentleman with the “magnificent bounce” 
of whom it was said by one of his contemporaries: The mere fact that 
he existed silenced the groans of a thousand pessimists. 



DEDICATION 

Mrs. Worsham, your husband, vour son, your cub scout pack, and 
your mother complex have all become a large (if rather vicarious at times) 
part of the class of ’65. You’ve laughed with us, understood us, and helped 
us through the year, and we are grateful. And so, to you, Mrs. Worsham, 
we dedicate Splinters ’65, with hopes that vou will remember us as fondly 
as we shall remember you. 







Mrs. C. Glover Bowes 


The class of 1965 would like to give special thanks to Mrs. Bowes. 
She has planned our meals, arranged Cae and Kava suppers, and, despite 
the fact that she has been the cause of the gaining of a few extra pounds, 
we wonder just what the undergrads will do without her next year. Best 
wishes and happiness to Mrs. Bowes from the class of 65. 
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“If he is indeed wise, he does not hid you enter the house of his wisdom, 
hut rather leads you to the threshold of your own mind.” 


\ 

\ 




Mrs. Charlotte Knowles Bentley 

BIOLOGY AND CHEMISTRY 



Miss Anne Dorland Pulling 

SPANISH AND FRENCH 


1 




Mrs. Elsie I. Neville 

ALUMNAE SECRETARY AND 
LIBRARIAN 


Miss Carol Robinson 

HISTORY AND 
ACADEMIC SECRETARY 


Mrs. Nina B. Latour 

SHORTHAND AND TYPING 



Miss Dorothy Phelps 

LATIN, FRENCH, 
AND ANCIENT HISTORY 


Miss Doris Alexander 

MATHEMATICS 


Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 

PIANO, GLEE CLUB, 

AND MUSIC APPRECIATION 



Mrs. Louise Whitten Staten 

SECRETARY 


Mrs. Minnie Colpitts, R. N. 

RESIDENT NURSE 


Mrs. Anna V. Ray 

FINANCIAL SECRETARY 








Mrs. A. E. Passmore 

HOUSEMOTHER 


Mrs. Dorothy Kinder 

ENGLISH AND HOUSEMOTHER 




Miss Ann Nesslage 

ENGLISH 

Miss Carol Bowes Mrs. 

PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
PSYSIOLOGY 


Miss Betty J. Nichols 

HISTORY, GEOGRAPHY, CURRENT EVENTS 

Olive B. Bowes 

DIETITIAN 


Mrs. Dorothy I. Perloff 

ART AND HISTORY OF ART 


Mrs. Dorothy 

English and 


A. Worsham 

DRAMATICS 





You say Fred Waring is waiting to see me? 


The oven is the only answer 



If he moves in yonr direction , just There are three ways to get peanut 

maneuver yourself out of his way. butter off the roof of your mouth . . . 



Hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil 










" Have I not walked without an upward look 
Of caution under stars that very well 
Might not have missed me when they shot and fell 
It was a risk 1 had to take . . . and took.” 


THE SENIOR CLASS 


I lie satisfaction we have received as students at Rogers Hall, seems 
to relate directly to our attitude about and our patricipation in the activities 
of Rogers Hall. In fact, what we receive is usually determined by what 
we give. 


Linda Farwell 



Senior Class Officers 

Vice-President Mary Taylor 
President Linda Farwell 




JUDITH HEATON ANDERSON 



829 South Lincoln Avenue 
Salem, Ohio 

Lake Erie College 


I don’t care who you dedicate the yearbook 
to as long as it’s Mrs. Worsham . . . 
Loveable looking Dad . . . Contacts . . . 
"Let me live in my house by the side of the road That grin . . . Wit . . . In a daze . . . I’ll 

and be a friend to man.” never forget my senior prom as long as 

I live . . . Whiz on a skateboard. 


CAE Club 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Hockey 3 (2nd team) 

Instauration 3 

Dramatics 3, 4 (Honorable Mention) 

Water Ballet 3 

Hockey Manager 4 

Dramatics Club 4 

Splinters 4 

French Club 4 

Father’s Day Committee 4 

Honor Roll 3, 4 

Current Events 4 (Honorable Mention) 



SUSAN BLACKBURN BAKER 


138 Brigham Hill Road 
North Grafton, Massachusetts 

Dalhousie University 

President of KAVA Club 



I’ll tell you later . . . Hill and Dale . . . 

HI, Foul . . . Flair cutting sessions . . . “ Soul of fiber, and heart of oak." 

Dry wit . . . He's at the Towne House 
. . . Oh, that was me . . . 



KAVA Club 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Ski Club 2, 3, 4 
Splinters business board 4 
Hockey 2, 3, 4 

Volleyball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 (2nd team) 
Softball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 
Water Ballet 4 
Father’s Day Committee 4 
Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 
R. H. Award 4 


BARBARA LEE BEGG 



580 Lakeland Avenue 
Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

Parsons College 

President of CAE Club 


“Thoughts that come with dove’s footsteps guide 
the world.’’ 


Hedonism . . . Bunnies especially Peter 
Rabbit . . . “You guys owe me 57^” . . . 
Wickenbegg . . . “Get away from me” . . . 
“It’s hot in here, Folwell” ... I know he’s 
naive, but . . . Well, if it isn’t Motorcycle 
Mac . . . Spirit plus . . . 


CAE Club 
French Club 2, 3, 4 
Ski Club 4 

Splinters photography 4 

Water Ballet 2, 3 (chairman), 4 

Hockey 3, 4 

Volleyball 2, 3, 4 

Basketball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 

Softball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 

Badminton 2 

Swimming 4 

R. H. Award 2, 3, 4 

Cheerleading 3, 4 

Proctor 3 

Student Council 4 

Marshall for Seniors 3 

Junior Class Vice-President 

Music appreciation honorable mention 3 



mm. 


DEBORAH MEAD BOAS 


2 Highdowns Road 
Ladue, Missouri 

Bennett College 



Paperbacks . . . Bunnies . . . Did you 
know I’m getting married? . . . Herbert 
. . . Gimme a break . . . Get out of Dodge 
. . . HI, Snake . . . Stud-bud ... Tea 
. . . That laugh . . . Ladue! . . . French 
vocab . . . 


" Liberty of thought is the life of the soul." 



CAE Club 

Glee Club 2, 3, 4 

French Club 3, 4 (secretary) 

Splinters Business Board 4 
Proctor 2, 3, 4 
Bookroom Chairman 2, 3, 4 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Christmas Chorus 2, 3, 4 
Hockey 2, 4 (2nd team) 

Softball Manager 3 
Father’s Day Committee 
Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 
Neatness Award 4 



PRUDENCE SIDNEY CARTER 



20 Westwood Road 
Shrewsbury, Massachusetts 

Syracuse University 

Vice-President of CAE Club 



"Imagination is the eye of the soul.” 


Tahiti . . . Oh, Shenandoah . . . Let’s add 
a little color ... In Italy, the men go wild 
over blondes . . . What do you think of 
mv idea? . . . I’ve got to get started . . . 
Sav ... 


CAE Club 

Glee Club 1, 2 

Ski Club 3 

French Club 3, 4 

Installation 1, 2, 3 

Splinters Art Editor 4 

Cheerleader 3,4 

Dramatics Club 4 

Commencement Play 1, 2 

R. H. Award 1, 2, 3, 4 

Senior Place Card Committee 2, 3 

Hockey 1 (2nd team), 2 (2nd team), 

3 (2nd team) 4 

Volleyball 1 (2nd team), 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 

Basketball 1, 2, 3, 4 

Baseball 1 (2nd team), 3, 4 (captain) 

Museum Scholarship 3 

Art Award 3 

Badminton 1, 2, 3 (championship) 

4 (championship) 



ELIZABETH CLEMENT 

53 Fair Oaks Park 
Needham, Massachusetts 

Garland Junior College 


Mean clarinet . . . Hi, Clem . . . Ice 
skating whiz . . . Hi, Feath . . . The 
Bountiful Method . . . 
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“I exhort you to he of good cheer. 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 4 
Dramatics Club 4 
Christmas Chorus 4 
KAVA Cheerleader 4 
Christmas Clarinet Soloist 4 
Softball Manager 4 
Commencement Plav 4 


JUDITH ANN CLOUGH 



863 Andover Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 


'God made the world as an artist, and that is why 
the world must learn from its artists.' 


Bohemian class . . . arty . . . long finger- 
nails . . . Knowledgeable about things 

O 

unknown . . . Speedy ... a pack a day 
. . . I want to know why I can’t wear 
sandals to graduation . . . 


CAE CLUB 

Splinters Art Board 4 

Dramatics 1, 2, 3, 4 

Swimming team 1, 3 

Volleyball 2 (2nd team), 3 (2nd team) 

Basketball 2 (2nd team) 

Softball 1 (2nd team) 



PENELOPE WAKEFIELD CRABB 


191 Overlook Drive 
Greenwich, Connecticut 

Chandler School 


Middy Blues . . . Red Mink Slippers . . . 
Orange Girl . . . Permission Notes . . . 
Asteroid . . . Honey-Bun . . . I’m always 
snoozing . . . Affectionate . . . 


“A merry heart maketh a cheerful disposition.’’ 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 2, S, 4 
Christmas Chorus 3, 4 
Basketball Manager 4 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Hospital Volunteer 2 
Founder’s Day Committee 4 
Commencement Play 4 
Neatness Award 4 






JEAN ELIZABETH DICKERMAN 

242 North Bay Street 
Manchester, New Hampshire 

Transylvania College 




“We are the music-makers, 

And we are the dreamers of dreams." 


Goldwater . . . My hair’s getting frizzy 
. . . Scatterbrain . . . Doodler ... I have 
no idea what happened with that blouse 
for the Senior Fair . . . 



CAE Club 
Ski Club 3, 4 
French Club 3 
Bookroom Committee 3, 4 
Senior Luncheon Committee 3 
Hockey 3 (2nd team), 4 (2nd team) 
Current Events — Goldw'ater 
Father’s Day Committee 4 
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PATRICIA ANNE EIDAM 

35 Nesmith Street 
Lawrence, Massachusetts 

University of New Hampshire 



Just like parallel lines . . . We’ve got over 
a thousand dollars ... It looks just like 
cold cream ... I wish I could gain 
weight . . . forty minutes a day over the 
sink . . . sweetness . . . 



/ 


“The sea never changes and its works, for all the 
talk of men, are wrapped in mystery. " 


CAE Club 
Instauration 2, 3 

Splinters Business Board (Manager) 

Dramatics Club 4 

Dramatics 2, 3, 4 

French Club 3, 4 (President) 

Student Council 3, 4 
Senior Luncheon Committee 3 
Marshall for the Faculty 3 
Volleyball Manager 3 
Father’s Dav Committee 3 
Prom Committee 4 
Honor Roll 4 

Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 



LINDA FARWELL 

60 Reddington Road 
Needham, Massachusetts 

Vermont College 

President of Senior Class 


Nothing can bring you peace but the triumph 
of principles.” 


That phone gives me the willies . . . 
Spider legs . . Neat hair . . . That huge 

“R” on that huge sweater . . . Roadrunner 
. . . I don’t like this chair; I can’t curl up 
in it . . . Hey, you guys, it’s about the 
debts vou owe us. . . 


KAVA Club 

Glee Club 3, 4 

Octet 3, 4 

Spanish Club 4 

Splinters Business Board 4 

Water Ballet 3, 4 

Proctor 4 

Hockey 4 (2nd team) 

Volleyball Manager 4 
Bookroom 3 
Prom Committee 4 

Founder’s Day Committee (chairman) 
Posture Award 3, 4 
Helen Hill Award 4 

Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 
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KIMBERLY BATTLE LEATHER 

443 Higghbrook Avenue 
Pelham Manor, New York 

Bradford Junior College 


/ 



Harriet . . . Exeter week-ends . . . That 
volleyball serve . . . The fourth Maguire 
sister . . . SHUT UP . . . Barbie Doll 
. . . I don’t care if he is a high school 
Harry . . . Hi, Babes . . . 


“Forward and frolic glee was there 
The will to do, the sold to dare.’’ 



KAVA Club 

Glee Club 4 

Splinters Literary Board 

Dramatics Club 4 (President) 

Water Ballet 4 

Cheerleader 4 

Hockey 4 

Volleyball 4 (2nd team) 


VIRGINIA FOLWELL 



42 Boulder Trail 
Bronxville, New York 

Connecticut College 


A friend, is a person with whom l may he sincere. 
Before him, l may think aloud.” 


It's cold in here, Begg . . . Train rides 
with Osborn . . . Bunnies . . . Strawberry 
Ice Cream . . . Chocolate Chip Cookies 
. . . Hi, Sis . . . Fickleness . . . Bistro 
versus the Boss . . . How to Marry a 
Millionaire . . . Worcester . . . He’s such 
a cowboy . . . 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 2 

Instauration 2, 3 (Editor) 

Splinters 4 (Editor) 

Senior Luncheon Committee 2, 3 (Chairman) 
Water Ballet 3, 4 (Co-chairman) 

Stage Manager 4 
KAVA Song 4 

Hockey 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 (Captain) 

Volleyball 3 (2nd team), 4 

Basketball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 

Softball 2 (2nd team), 4 

Marshall for Undergraduates 3 

Katherine Whitten MacGay Literary Prize 3, 4 

Honor Roll 3, 4 

Christmas Chorus 2 

R. H. Award 4 

Underhill Honor 4 




ANN COMFORT GUMMERE 


Keith Hill Road 
Grafton, Massachusetts 

Sargent College 



This is the first phone call I’ve gotten 

all year . . . Star . . . What do you think “I am a part of all that 1 have met.” 

she’ll ask us? . . . What are you taking 
to English? . . . Contacts . . . 


KAVA Club 

Glee Club 3, 4 

Spanish Club 3, 4 

Ski Club 3, 4 

Dramatics Club 4 

Splinters Photography 4 

Dramatics 3, 4 (Honorable Mention) 

Library Assistant 4 

Water Ballet 3, 4 

Badminton 3 

Hockey 4 (2nd team) 

Volleyball 4 (2nd team captain) 
Basketball 3, 4 (2nd team) 

Basketball 4 (2nd team) 

Swimming Manager 4 
Founder’s Day Committee 
Softball 4 (2nd team) 




LYNDA BOLLES McCLAUD 

35 Lake view Drive 
West Hartford, Connecticut 

Centenary College for Women 


"A women’s whole life is a history of the 
affections.” 


CAE Club 

Ski Club 2, 3 (vice-president), 4 (President) 
Octet 3, 4 
Proctor 4 

Cheerleader 2, 3, 4 (Captain) 

Hockey 3 (2nd team), 4 
Volleyball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 
Softball 2 (2nd team), 3, 4 
Water Ballet 4 
R H. Award 3, 4 


It has been seven days for me . . . Well, 
first it was my appendix . . . How do you 
spell ski? . . . Blond Joan Baez . . . May 
I tell you what just happened to me? . . . 
GTO . . . May I borrow your records for 
water ballet? . . . 



ELIZABETH ROSS McMILLAN 


96 Allendale Place 
Terre Haute, Indiana 

Gulf Park College 



Mashed potatoes . . . Beaver . . . That 

Seventeen look . . . Orange girl ... A "Sorrow and sighing shall flee away." 

rose is a thing of beauty . . . Known for 
that sneeze . . . 


CAE Club 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Octet 4 

Splinters Art Board 4 
Christmas Chorus 2, 3, 4 
Hospital Volunteer 2, 4 (chairman) 
Senior Luncheon Committee 3 
Water Ballet 3, 4 
Proctor 3 

Badminton and Tennis Manager 4 
Founder’s Day Committee 
Commencement Plav 4 
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MARTHA RUTH MEISTER 

24 Georgia Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

University of Vermont 



R 


“As we jog on, either laugh with me, or at me, or 
in short do anything — only keep your temper." 


Brooks brother . . . Slippery road jitters 
. . . Love that chem. . . . extended vaca- 
tions . . . Jamaica Farewell . . . 


KAVA Club 

Glee Club 1, 2, 3, 4 

Dramatics Club 4 

Spanish Club 4 

Water Ballet 2, 3 

Commencement Play Usher 3 

Dramatics 3, 4 




CHERYL ANN MYRICK 

6 Gristone Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Vermont College 



Mrs. Worsham incognito . . . Did you do 
your trig? . . . Anyone for pulse-taking? 
. . . Poetry reading at Josefs . . . We just 
had our last chemistry lab . . . 


Her state is like that of things in the regions 
above the moon, always clear and serene.'’ 



CAE Club 

Splinters Business Board 4 
Usher at Commencement Play 3 
Softball 3 (2nd team) 


DALE BROOKS NICHOLS 



Old Mountain Road 
Farmington, Connecticut 

Bennett College 

Vice-President of KAVA Club 


Red face in the sunset . . . Should I let 
Bonwits know? . . . Bunnies . . . Salisbury 
Maid Service . . . Octet Fret ... If one 
more bad thing happens today, I’m hippity- 
“Thou hadst a voice whose sound reas like the sea: hopping out of here . . . These cheap 

pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free. ’ Pappagallo shoes ... My family’s artistic, 

but do you think I am? . . . Hi, Sis . . . 
WASP'. . . 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Octet 3, 4 (President) 

Installation 2 
Splinters Literary Board 4 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Cheerleader 3, 4 
Hockey 3, 4 

Volleyball 3 (2nd team), 4 (2nd team) 
Basketball 3, 4 (2nd team) 

Swimming team 3 
Baseball 4 (2nd team) 

R. H. Award 3, 4 

Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 



SUSANNAH SHAW OSBORN 


140 Beach Bluff Avenue 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 

Garland Junior College 



Train rides with Folwell . . . Honorary 
Bunny ... I only like the ones I can’t 
have ... Tea with Mrs. Passmore . . . 

Hey, Maxie . . . Subway in the closet . . . “Two roads diverged in a wood, and l 

I guarantee you’ll fall in love . . . Hello, — I took the one less traveled hy 

Mrs. Worsham; the reason I’m calling is and that has made all the difference." 

. . . Fat ankles . . . 



KAVA Club 

Glee Club 2, 3 (vice-president), 4 (President) 

Ski Club 2, 3, 4 

Octet 3, 4 

Instauration 2, 3 

Splinters Literary Staff 4 

Senior Placecard Committee 2, 3 

Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 (co-chairman) 

Cheerleader 2, 3 
Hospital Volunteer 2 
Christmas Chorus 2, 3, 4 
Proctor 2, 3 
Hockey 3, 4 

Volleyball 4 (2nd team) 

Basketball 2 (2nd team), 3 (2nd team), 4 (Capt.) 
Softball 2, 4 

Northeast Correspondent 4 

Music Appreciation Honorable Mention 3 

Museum Scholarship 3 

Prom Committee (chairman) 4 

R. H. Award 4 

Neatness Award 4 


LINDA CLAIRE SCANNELL 



1 3 1 Hollyrood Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Simmons College 


“The most certain sign of wisdom is continual 
cheerfulness.” 


L.B.J. all the way . . . Leader of the 
commuting corporation . . . Mrs. Worsham, 
I disagree . . . Middlebury commuter . . . 
Officer’s Ball . . . 


CAE Club 

French Club 2, 3, 4 (vice-president) 

Installation 3 

Student Council 4 

Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 

Dramatics 2, 4 

Softball (2nd team captain) 

Basketball Manager 4 

Typing Award 2, 3 

Honor Roll 2, 3 

Current Events - L.B.J. 4 

Music Appreciation 4 (Elonorable Mention) 



KATHLEEN HELEN SMALLDON 


R. D. #5 
Box #60 

Kingston, New York 

St. Catherine’s Infant Home 


Abbledora . . . Current Events Queen . . . 
Florence Nightingale . . . Who’s going to 
carry in my cake? . . . Why S.A.T.’s? . . . 
Country storekeeper . . . Come on in to 
review for music appreciation . . . 


“Patience makes a woman beautiful.” 




CAE Club 
Glee Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
Christmas Chorus 1, 2, 3, 4 
Splinters Business Board 4 
Senior Luncheon Committee 3 
Water Ballet 3, 4 

Placecard Committees for CAE 3, 4 
Commencement Play 4 
Special Class Day Award 4 
Music Appreciation Award 4 
Current Events Award 4 


STEPHANIE WHITE STREET 



79 Prospect Street 
Providence, Rhode Island 

Centenary College for Women 


'Man has his will, hut woman has her way. 


Debutante Party ... I figured if I skipped 
gym, they’d make me Manager . . . How 
long will Splinters be? . . . Washington 
profile . . . An R. H. for Dad . . . 


KAVA Club 

lnstauration 2, 3 

Splinters Literary Board 4 

Dramatics Club 4 

Spanish Club 4 

Dramatics 1, 2, 3, 4 

Senior Luncheon Committee 3 

Hockey 4 (2nd team) 

Typing Award 3, 4 
Badminton and Tennis Manager 4 

O 







MARY CURTISS TAYLOR 

590 Allen’s Creek Road 
Rochester, New York , 

University of the Pacific 

Vice-President of the 
Senior Class 



California, here I come . . . Long hair . . . 
I promise I won’t get married . . . Stylish 
head garb . . . Putting on the dog . . . 
Mrs. Worsham gave me another one of her 
talks today ... A rose is a rose is a rose 
. . . Penguins ... El Bobbo . . . Mack 
truck Intvre 


Can anything be so elegant as to have few wants 
and to serve them one’s self? 



KAVA Club 
Splinters Art Board 4 
Basketball 3, (2nd team), 4 
Volley ball 4 (2nd team) 

Octet Listener 4 

Dance Committees 4 

Father’s Day Committee (Chairman) 4 

Softball 4 (2nd team) 

Parsons Honor 4 
Art Prize 4 






CAROLYN WARREN 

48 West Broadway 
Bangor, Maine 

The American School in Switzerland 
President of the Student Council 


"It is well to give when asked, hut it is better to 
give unasked, through understanding.” 


CAE Club 

Splinters Literary Staff 4 
Dramatics 1, 2, 3 
Installation 1, 2 

Hockey 2, 3 (Captain), 4 (captain) 

Volleyball 1 (2nd team), 3, 4 

Basketball 1,. 2, 3, 4 

Softball 1 (2nd team), 2, 3 

Tennis 1, 3 

Badminton 1, 2, 3 

Class President 1, 2, 3 

R. H. Award 1, 2, 3 

Posture Cup 1, 2 

Marshal 3 


Did you hear about Nutty George? . . . 
Bunnies . . . Frieda . . . Steady hands . . . 
Male harem . . . The good fairy . . . Have 
you seen my black eye? . . . 



PATRICIA EDDY WEST 


Canadice Hill 
Ontario County 
Honeoye, New York 

Garland Junior College 



David Eisenhower, are you a Republican? 
. . . He didn’t even wear socks . . . 
giggles . . . Miss Pulling . . . But Hugh, I 
love you ... I don’t care if we do get 
$10.30 for each fish . . . stereo blues . . . 
Honeoye Central . . . Spanish food a la 
Lebanese . . . 


“Born with the gift of laughter , and the sense 
that the world is mad." 



KAVA Club 
Dramatics Club 3, 4 
Spanish Club 4 (President) 

Dramatics 2, 3, 4 

Water Ballet 2, 3 

Founder’s Day Committee 2 

Hospital Volunteer 2 

Typing Award 3 

KAVA Mascot 3, 4 

Hockey Team Manager 4 

Current Events 2 (Honorable Mention) 

Dramatics Award 4 




NANCY WALLACE WHITEHEAD 





6 Stone Tower Lane 
Barrington, Rhode Island 

Garland Junior College 


Takes in ironing on the side . . . Surfin’ 
Sal . . . But Martin . . . Warren, it’s 6.00. 
" Wit is the only wall between us and the dark.” . . . But Scannell’s outside, and the fish 

are biting . . . dancing lessons . . . teddy 
bears . . . Exeter Inn . . . 


CAE Club 
Typing Award 2 
Dramatics Club 3 

Volleyball 2, (2nd team), 3 (2nd team) 

Stage Manager 3 

Installation 3 

Proctor 4 

Hockey 4 

Water Ballet 4 

French Club 4 

Ski Club 4 

Softball Manager 4 




CALENDAR 1964-65 

On September 23, 1964, the white picket fence again creaked open to welcome the class of '65 for its last 
glorious year in the hallowed halls of Rogers Hall. With Linda Farwell and Mary Taylor as senior class leaders, we 
aspired to great plans for the coming year. Our first official function as seniors came on September 26, when all 27 
of us stood up on the Singing Beach bus proclaiming ourselves to be Grand Old Seniors — AT LAST. 


On October 7, our long-suppressed frustrations were given 
vent during initiation into CAE and KAVA. The day was 
made even more exciting because of the fact that there were 
two new members of the senior class, Kim Feather (alias 
Harriet High School), and Betsy Clement (alias Rez), whom 
we could harass. Such incredible things as walking shrubbery 
were prescribed and pickaninnies could be seen lettering pro- 
posals of marriage to the various faculty members. 












On October 15, we once again piled into our cute yellow 
school buses and headed for Lexington, Plymouth or Sturbridge 
to be enlightened on Puritan New England traditions. The 
juniors got their initial taste of the big race for college on 
October 24, when they took the P.S.A.T.’s. The tension of 
the academic side of R. H. was broken on Halloween by a 
party thrown by the Instauration staff on October 30. 


Thanksgiving vacation was approaching rapidly, and with 
it, awareness of the increasing college rush dawned on many 
seniors. The first to reach her long sought-after goal with early 
acceptance was Suzy Osborn. Just before Thanksgiving, the 
usual fall plays were presented under the able direction of 
Mrs. Worsham. The four days of vacation passed all too quick- 
ly, and soon we were back in the hectic pre-Christmas rush. 
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On December 5, the seniors’ fate was permanently sealed 
when they faced Lowell High School for the last set of 
S.A.T.’s. The Octet brought in the Christmas spirit with the 
Hootenanny they presented on December 11, and the Christ- 
mas Vespers added further excitement two days later, especially 
for the seniors who, at long last, received their senior rings. 
The Christmas story was given a new twist on December 15, 
the night before Christmas vacation, when a play was presented 
in the gym, and the holiday season was officially begun. 

On January 5, the 5:27 train from Boston echoed with 
stories of parties, Santa Claus and new beaus, as well as pro- 
mises to start grinding for the forthcoming exams. Before the 
monotonous winter term began, however, Mr. and Mrs. Boyce 
hosted a party for the cheerleaders at the Old Coach Inn. This 
was the only break before the dreaded mid-terms which began 
the last week in January. 








Following exams a mass exodus took place 
during which everyone unwound, and prepared 
to face the rest of the term. On January 27, 
the French and Spanish Club dinner provided 
some cultural entertainment, as well as some 
heartburn and a few laughs provoked by the 
efforts of Patti Eidam and Linda Scanned to 
break the pinata. A relief map of Spain was 
presented to Miss Pulling by Patty West, Presi- 
dent of the Spanish Club, who organized the 
dinner. 

On March 5, the Juniors were further indoc- 
trinated into the trials of college entrance with 
the S.A.T.’s. 

After much hard work and planning, the 
Seniors, on March 13, threw a surprise party 
for the undergrads in the gym. The entertain- 
ment ranged from a Kangaroo Court to a typical 
night at R. H. (“Westie, there’s a BOY out 
there!”) 







The spring plays, presented on March 15, 
heralded the coming vacation, and the end to 
the seemingly infinite winter term. Florida, 
Bermuda, Stowe, and Arizona racked in on the 
tourist trade, thanks, in part, to Rogers Hall. 
Except for a few unfortunate souls who didn't 
get a chance to soak up the bennies, most of the 
R. H. population arrived inside the white pic- 
kets comparing tans on April 6. 

The seniors were completely surprised and 
very appreciative when they realized, on April 
10, that the freshmen had planned a surprise 
dinner for them. Art work and impersonations 
of many seniors added to the fun of the evening. 

On April 24, most fathers invaded Rogers 
Hall for an exhausting day of softball and a 
viewing of the annual water ballet. The after- 
noon's excitement was followed by a buffet 
supper and dance that night. 

On the athletic end, during the spring, 
Wendy Hope and Laurie Caney, holders of 
the spirit rings for their respective clubs, pre- 
sented them to their new owners. Suzanne 
Strenz was the KAVA recipient, and Nancy 
Richardson was CAE's representative. 
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At the end of April, the Spanish Club dinner 
at Bishop's, and the French Club play began a 
chain of continual spring activities. After hear- 
ing so much about Banks, the dogs, and Hugo 
the Wonder Boy, the seniors finally got a 
glimpse into the personal life of “Worsham", 
and also discovered our glorious leader's craving 
for a certain stone frog on display at the Carlisle 
Gallery. 

The Eidams once again acted as hosts for the 
seniors at one of the last functions of the class 
of '65. The dinner was held at the Wayfarer, 
and on the way back to R. H., the realization 
that all of us would be separated next year 
made us rather sentimental, but at the same 
time provoked a new feeling of adventure. 

The highlight of Founder's Day (May 8) 
was the Senior Fair, held on the old hockey 
field after a late night of cooking and sewing. 
With the profits, the Senior class bought a 
Smith chair for Miss Ramsay, and a sewing 
machine for the school to aid next year's 
senior class, keep Miss Bowes sane, and pre- 
serve Miss Nichols' good humor. 












The final social event at R. H. was Prom, held on May 22. 
The Southern Plantation theme was successful, and the 
senior class took full advantage of its long-awaited senior 
privilege. 

Once again, exams were upon us, bringing with them long 
nights in the closet with No-Doz and French vocabulary 
cards. However, in four days, we reached the academic end. 
On June 5, the usual commencement traditions were begun, 
starting with the spelling bee, at which the undergrads success- 
fully seated the seniors. At Miss Ramsay’s house, the final fare- 
well dinner was held, followed by the senior-undergrad cere- 
mony and movies in the study hall. 


The last few days of the seniors’ lives at Rogers Hall were 
made happy and sad at the same time by the juniors. All of 
a sudden in the middle of the night (it seemed), we were 
dragged out of bed and the shower and led blindfolded around 
the campus, through mud puddles, around garbage pails, arriv- 
ing finally at the gym, where the juniors had planned a few 
skits and other entertainment for us. We went back to bed, 
almost wishing that we did not have to leave. 

On the following day, we headed for Singing Beach, some 
of us for the last time, all hoping to get a tan for graduation. 








On Sunday, Reverend Herron gave the seniors a rather 
warning glimpse into the future at the Baccalaureate service at 
All Soul's Church. This was followed by the Musicale at which 
the Glee Club sang, led by M*ss LeButt, and accompanied by 
Mary Taylor and Gretchen Valade on the piano, and Betsy 
Clement on the clarinet. That evening, the final class picnics 
were held at the various houses, during which we all enjoyed 
waterskiing and a homelike atmosphere. At the end of the even- 
ing, many of us returned to begin the chore of packing, while 
others hit the sack as soon ajs possible. 

The day before the Final End was highlighted by the 
senior luncheon, at which some the the seniors were rather 
embarrassed to read all too revealing placecards in front of Miss 
Ramsay and their parents. 

The suspense during the day mounted until the new 
presidents for the various clubs was announced at the Class Day 
exercises. Also, the will and prophecy were read, bringing 
laughs and chuckles to many, remembering experiences of 
the year. 

Patsy West was at her best once again in a typical charac- 
ter role, at the Commencement play on Monday night. Mrs. 
Worsham certainly will be sorry to see Westie go — who else 
could play roles ranging from an extremely nosy postmistress 
to a rich guardian of two nieces? 


At last, the big day arrived. Twenty-seven seniors eagerly 
made the long walk down the aisle and received their diplomas. 
What can we say, but good-bye and well miss you . . . 





CLASS PROPHECY 


It is May 1985, and the class of ’65 is united once more but in a very different 
fashion. We are mothers. Yes, Rogers Hall now has a Mother’s Day and we are 
here as guests of our great common achievement: our daughters. 

Before we begin we must add that it was some time before these genteel little 
maidens came into the world (thanks to Mrs. Worsham’s persuasive warnings of 
the hazards pf early matrimony). 

We are now in the future and find ourselves passing through the school campus. 
As we happen upon the half plotted sunken garden — (our class gift before we 
changed our minds again and gave a painting of Paul Revere making his famous 
silverware), we find a purposeful looking blonde girl trying to take a Splinter out 
of her mind. Of course she is Ginny Folwell’s little literary laureate who will event- 
ually get back to reading her mother’s new best seller What Ever Became of the 
Bistro. 

Seeing Ginny’s little girl reminds us of her mother’s old friend Dale “Sis” 
Nichols. Earlier in this visit, we saw Dale’s daughter who was fashioned in a 
McMullen blouse, imported silk slacks,, (both of which were turned inside out) and 
oxford shoes from Abercrombie and Fitch. Dale’s daughter was bearing a crew shell 
over her shoulder and was headed for the pool. That is, we think she was! As with her 
mother, we were never sure until she got there! 

We can be sure that the girl tripping over her hair as she comes down the walk is 
Mary Taylor’s daughter, Rapunzil, who is transporting her newly received crate of 
California oranges to her room in Ramsay. How scrupulously Rap hides the crate 
under her long tresses — a plan to avoid the uncontrollable appetite of her room- 
mate, obviously a West, who rushes out to receive Rapunzil and her bulky burden 
with open arms. Ironically, Patsy’s child has spent a good part of Mother’s Day 
helping her mother recover her diet pills. Patsy, of course, must keep in shape for 
her acting career. She is currentlv plaving the lead in the sequel to Fanny Hill 
called Fool’s Hill 

We understand that the oldest daughter present is twenty-four and eagerly 
awaiting a promotion into the junior class. The young lady’s prowess in peace- 
making makes it understandable why the school allows Puff, by name, to stay. 
Those who are not sold on Puff’s justice are sold on Puff’s mother, our Muffy, 
who is now headmistress of Rogers Hall. 

Returning to Hall we ascend to the third floor to visit our old classrooms. 
There we find a precious little girl reading I Remember .Mama in a paperback 
bookroom, dedicated to her mother, Debbie Boas. Unfortunately, Debbie could not 
attend Mother’s Day as there was a spring sale at Filene’s Basement that Deb 
simply could not resist. We learn from the little girl that she has four brothers: 
Dodge, Ladue, Snake, and St. Paul. Oh yes, also one affectionate bunny named 
Give Me A Break. 

Halt! Who is this flaming-topped cyclone that just whizzed past us and out 
the window by mistake? Her approach hardly suggest Prudence, but then neither 
did her mother’s, and she ended up in the Louvre. 

In the art room carving bloc prints for accessible licenses is tall, dark Judy, 
daughter of Clough. She, too, has inherited her mother’s artistic as well as auto- 
motive talent. 

And who is that nicely done-up beauty posed for the fashion magazine photo- 
graphers? None other than the offspring of McMillan. The young model is all 
set for a career with Vogue, a position her mother made famous. You have heard, 


CLASS PROPHECY 


of course, that Betsy married the “As-long-as-you’re-up-get-me-a-Grants” man and 
we gather that they wallow in affluence under the influence. 

Moving on to Mrs. Worsham’s old room we learn that she is no longer with 
us due to the pressures of her position as National Den Mother Chairman. Our 
informant is a conscientious student writing a lengthy term paper on The LB) 
Administration or Why War Babies Glut the Colleges of the 20th Century. We are 
impressed by her diligence on a Saturday, especially when we discover that this is 
one of Scannell’s dozen. She told us that her mother was detained because she had 
to take little Lyndon to his fresh air camp in the Ozarks. 

Linda’s child brings us up to date on the children of other ’65 day students. 
Cheryl Myrick Kildare’s child is Mrs. Bentley’s chemistry prodigy. The little girl 
must be very proud to see Cheryl’s picture over Mrs. Bentley’s desk with the inscrip- 
tion “Wonders Never Cease.” 

Martha Meister and daughter are not attending the festivities. The Meister 
set have been on a two year vacation in Jamaica. The headmistress (Muff to us) 
is not alarmed and expects little Martha back any month now. 

As we descend the main stairway, the first person we see is an old friend from ’65 
— a slinky silhouette — that of Pat Eidam. Pat explains to us that her daughter 
Brigitte (who is president of the French Club) is at present climbing the French 
Alps. Pat is expecting her daughter to return very soon, as Brigitte’s latest post- 
card contained alarming news: that Mrs. White is desolate without George, who 
apparently did not join them, and threatened to jump off the nearest ledge unless 
the French Club agreed to return to the States. Eidam then bade us farewell, as 
she had to pick up her parents, who are employed at the Wayfarer, (still paying 
off the senior class dinner tab). 

There is a touching scene in the drawing room — a daughter tugging on heT 
mother’s arm in order to wake poor tired Mommy up. When Mommy does wake 
up and blinks a pair of cow eye at us we are sure that this is Dickerman and 
daughter. The pair strolls outside to the back lawn toward the dorm. No, they 
don’t quite make it. Jeannie has clunked out in the back of Bill’s truck for another 
rest. I guess the Goldwater campaign (by the way there was another one last fall 
in which he ran on the Prohibition ticket) took away Jeannie’s energy. 

That milk and honey brunette reading the Farmer’s Almanac in the study hall 
is Barb Begg’s daughter. The Almanac is a fine text for her entrance exam into the 
Iowa 4-H Club. 

Slouched on the library couch, watching reruns of old World Series with fer- 
vent interest, is a reproduction of Stevie Street. We are greatly amused to see 
“Babe” (named after Stevie’s one idol) get up from her chair at seventh inning 
stretch time to achieve the needed exercise bv practicing her deb bows. 

A contemporary of Babe’s, Abbla, is extremely annoved at Babe. It seems that 
on another channel is Abbla’s favorite soap opera, “The Secret Cyclone”. Abbla 
gives up her attempt to seize the TV and decides to talk to us. The young girl 
is none other than Kathv Smalldon’s daughter. Abbla tells us that her mother could 
not attend since she is in New York having her picture taken for the cover of 
Time as “gourmet cook of the vear”. 

Winding it on out in a Willy’s jeep is Linda Farwell, who has just arrived for 
the activities. Her daughter, Wilhelmina, is frantically jumping up and down with 
the excitement of seeing her mother. This is an extra special day for these two 
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because Wilhelmina’s daddy is going to be on the Bell Telephone Hour tonight. 
No doubt the girls will watch this show in one of the dorms. 

McClaud’s child is practicing for her part in the afternoon entertainment. 
She is going to sing “Fair Thee Well G.T.O.” and provide music for this by picking 
her guitar strings with her toes, a feat she learned from her versatile mother. 

Kim Feather looks quite the same as she sits on the steps pondering over a past 
situation in which her daughter decided to leave Rogers Hall and return to Harriet 
High. This all happened two years ago, but today Kim is concerned about her 
younger daughter Barbie, who also wants to return to high school. Perhaps it is 
true that “birds of a Feather flock together.” 

Part of the Mother’s Day program is a water ballet. As we go into the pool 
room we have a chance to watch the girls rehearsing. A familiar voice bellows 
instructions. It is our old friend Ann Gummere. Ann, being a Sargent girl, decided 
to give a few helpful pointers to the gym teacher and the ballet staff. “Are you 
all rigjat, Faith?” Gummy ask someone. The reply is a symmetrical cluster of bub- 
bles, coming up from the pool’s bottom — a message sent from Faith herself, who is 
Gummy’s daughter and anchor man in the production. 

Another member of the cast is Penny Crabb’s little bundle of joy, Petal, who 
has that half-Tinkerbell, half-Mae West look just like her mother. In this ballet, 
a watery version of How to Succeed in Business Without Really Trying , Petal is 
playing the part of a bubbler. 

Sue Baker’s daughter Jackie is upstairs in the gym sitting suspended in one 
of the baskets reading a pamphlet on the “Easiest Way to Catch a Lion”. Young 
Jackie’s interest is completely centered in KAVA Club, an attitude easily inherited 
from her mother. In fact, we are told that Jackie’s first baby bunting was made out 
of an old Kava banner and that her first toy was a perplexed pooh bear. 

Returning to the outdoors we witness a fine example of teamwork. A raven- 
haired girl with an ear to ear grin and a bandeged knee (Anderson’s daughter), and 
a fair darling playing a Clement Clarinet (Betsy’s after school gold mine maker) 
are skimming down the walk on a skateboard built for two. The clarinet artist is 
a natch at the beat as was her mother, and is transmitting skateboard rhythm to her 
comrade, who, in turn, takes them for a wild, intricately travelled joy ride. When 
we hear Judy’s daughter cry out “next experiment, a trip up the weeping willow”, 

we decide it is best to leave and prepare to wind up the day. 

As we begin to assemble in front of the Hall we spot Nancy Whitehead, who 
has just arrived, and is vexed to discover her daughter Andrea has gone to an Exeter 
weekend. It seems that Andrea thought her mother was still surfing at Lake 
Cochituate. 

The brunette, brown-eyed nymph leaning against a white column reading a 
Bennett Cerf thriller is obviously Osborn’s daughter Electra. As you recall back in 
’65, Osborn cowered terribly from an audience. We see that this trait has been 
inherited by her daughter because as we approach Electra, she quickly vanishes 
behind the column and whirls her literature to Feather who is standing nearby. 

The class of ’65 leave their daughters to R.H. and return to their everyday 

lives so neatly balanced between home and career. But before we step over that 

future threshold let us take a detour to the present where we stand before a more 
immediate threshold — a mere prelude to a prophecy. 


Susannah Osborn 


CLASS WILL 


We leave Miss Alexander calculating. 

To Mrs. Bentley we leave a new morning coffee maker. 

To Mrs. Latour we leave a book of Ko-rec-tvpe. 

To Miss Pulling we leave a free pass to the new Broadway hit “Fool’s Hill.” 

To Mrs. Ray we leave 106 travel arrangements already made. 

To Mrs. Staten we leave 27 shares of AT&T. 

To Miss LeButt we leave memories of the great Governor Dummer concert. 

To Miss Phelps we leave a new golf partner. 

To Molly and Mary we leave anther 40 years at Rogers Hall. 

To Bill and Manuel we leave a new garden to dig. 

To Miss Nesslage we leave a new drivers ed. manual. 

To Mrs. Worsham we leave a new senior class to teach the great mistake of 
early marriage. 

To Miss Nichols we leave an alarm to go off after third period for her coffee 
break. 

To Mrs. White we leave 1,000 vocab words to learn in three days. 

To Mrs. Colpitts we leave Lynda McClaud’s empty bed in the infirmary. 

To Mrs. Perloff we leave David Holiman at her back door. 

To Mrs. Bow es we leave smaller meals to plan next year 
To Miss Bowes we leave a feed bag for her Mustang. 

To Miss Robinson we leave the sun porch and a reflector. 

To Mrs. Passmore we leave 27 quietly closed doors and 26 smiling faces. 

To Mrs. Kinder we leave a light detector for nightly prowlers. 

Miss Ramsay w'e leave in body but not in spirit. 

Judy Anderson leaves her prom dress to the costume room. 


CLASS WILL 


Sue Baker leaves heading for the Hills. 

Barbie Begg leaves Yale to Julie Macpherson. 

Debbie Boas leaves for Bennett with tears after fifth period. 

Pru Carter leaves about to get organized for Splinters. 

Betsy Clement leaves her horn to Julie Samson. 

Judy Clough leaves, walking to Endicott. 

Penny Crabb leaves the orange tray to Kathv Cowles 
Jean Dickerman leaves, if she remembers to. 

Pat Eidam leaves the Bountiful Method to Susanne Strenz. 

Linda Farwell leaves the telephone to whoever is more deserving. 

Ginny Folwell leaves without the world revolving around her. 

Ann Gummere leaves trying to find her contact. 

Lynda McClaud leaves in a GTO. 

Betsy McMillan leaves to beat her feet on the Mississippi mud. 

Martha Meister leaves for an even longer vacation in the Green Mountains. 
Cheryl Mvrick leaves her Sound and Sense to Josef’s Beauty Salon. 

Dale Nichols leaves swamped in a crew shell. 

Susannah Osborn leaves perplexed about Pooh. 

Kathy Smalldon leaves the record of her current events grade to history. 
Stevie Street leaves in training for the 1968 Olympics. 

Mary Taylor leaves with Mrs. Cronin on the fastest plane to San Francisco. 

Muffie Warren leaves Student Council finally. 

Patsy West leaves her laugh to Laurie Canev- 

Nancy Whitehead leaves for Exeter to get her ring back. 


Dale Nichols 


SENIOR SONG 


Though in fall no candle, 

We have thought of you 
As our little sisters 
All this year through 
(Forever) 

As our little sisters 
All this year through 

Yours, a shoulder to lean on, 
Ours, a shoulder to haul. 
Bound by friendship so golden, 
You’ve aided our call 
(We’ll miss you) 

Now we are leaving. 

Our love to you all 


Susannah Osborn '65 


Tune: Pomp and Circumstance 



“A community is like a ship; everyone ought 
to he prepared to take the helm.” 





Junior Class Officers 
Vice-President Barbara Trimble 
President Wendy Hope 


Sophomore Class Officers 
Louise Dickinson (President) and 
Martha Fisher (Vice-President) 



Freshman Class Officers 
Vice-President Sarah Gaylord 
President Marilyn Avery 
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First Row: Chigas, A. Whitehead, Cowles, Rowley, Deshler, P. Allen. 

Second Row : Valade, Shipton, D. Wilson, Dickinson, (president), Fisher (vice-president); Bell, Wickwire, Walker. 

Third Row: Meilstrup, Ducharme, Gearhart, Fitting, Semple, Golding, Godden, E. Fletcher, M. Baker, Welch, Noland, Crocker, 
Demis, Barton. 
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UNDERGRADUATE SONG 


The year now has ended, 

The time is approaching 
And soon graduation 
Will be at our door, 

Still our memories will linger— 
All our friendships hold true 
And although you have parted, 
We shall still remember you. 

Your undergrads thank you 
For all that you’ve given, 

And hope that we some day 
Can offer the same. 

But the future is rising 
And we hope that you succeed, 
With the past soon behind you 
We now say good-bye 


Susan Baron '66 


Tune: Green Leaves of Summer 




. . . Another meal . . . another found 


Don’t argue, Scanned 




Hi, I'm Gretchen . 


Watch it, Caney — I’m going to sneeze. 


' A 


Silent Night 


Tinker Bell of Rogers Hall The jolly, ho ho ho 



Alas, l am but a sophomore. 


These little piggies went to market 



fhe Finest Hour 


To the tables at the snack bar . . . 



They melt in your hand, not 
in your mouth 


Only Beaver can prevent 
library fires 


Hey, come back here 
with my goodie 






The Roadrunner 



All right, kiddies; tell the nice people 
how good the food is here. 



Good oranges come hy small packages 





Onward, Lepers! 




Yell, I’m a day student — wanna 
make something of it? 


How do you get out of Dodge? 


Deadlines, deadlines . . . 











To be idle is to become a stranger unto the seasons, 
and to step out of life’s procession.” 
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Sealed: 


Student Council 

Begg, Scannell, Warren (President), Miss Ramsay 
Standing: Foster, Hope, Eidam 




Student Proctors 
Seated: Miss Ramsay, Warren, Boas. 

Standing-, Pearce, Dickinson, Swett, Farwell, N. Whitehead, Dewev. 





PUBLICATIONS 



Splinters 

First Row : Nichols, Eidam (Bus. Mgr.), Folwell (Ed.), Carter (Art Ed.), Osborn, 
Farwell. 

Second Roic: Feather, Smalldon, Baker, Street, Taylor, Myrick, Anderson, Gummere, 
Boas, Begg, Clough, Warren, McMillan. 



Little Instauration 
First Row : Chigas, P Allen, Crocker. 

Second Roiv: R. Upton, Danenhower (Editor), Rogers. 

Third Row: Baron, Brennan, Cowles, Getsinger, Semple, Golding, M. Baker, 
Macpherson, McGovern, Keller, Fletcher. 




MUSIC 



Glee Club 

First Row. Crocker, Boas, Rowley, Demis, Chigas, Smalldon, McMillan, Osborn 
(President), Miss LeButt, R. Upton (Vice-President), Shipton, Feather, Crabb, 
S. Baker, Baron. 

Second Rote: Getsinger, Prout, Avery, Latham, A. Wilson, Godden, Valade, 
J. Allen, Meister, Clement, Farwell, Wickwire, Semple, Nichols, Rogers, C. Upton, 
Third Roie: J. Baker, Hope, Brennan, M. Baker, Winters, Cowles, P. Fletcher, 
Anderson, Richardson, Caney, Ducharme, Gummere, Cahoon, Snyder, Swett, 
Boyce, McGinty 



I Par 





The R. H. Negatives 
McClaud Foster McMillan Farwell 
Osborn Dewey Cahoon Smith Baron 
Nichols ( Leader ) 






French Club 

First Row: Trimble, Carter, Danenhower, Swett. 

Second Row: Scannell (Vice-President), Mrs. White, Eidam (President), Boas. 
Third Row: McGovern, Chigas, Hope, Rogers, Dewev, Begg, Cowles, Baron. 
Fourth Row: N. Whitehead, R. Upton, Golding, Risley, Anderson. 



Spanish Club 

hirst Row: Meilstrup, Pearce, Smith. 

Second Rom: Street, West (President), Miss Pulling, Rogers (Vice-President). 

Third Row : Latta, Meister, Farwell, Foster, McGinty, Gummere, Snyder, Canev, 
J. Clough, P. Fletcher. 


. 




Ski Club 

First Row. Cahoon (Vice-President), McClaud (President). 

Second Ron 1 : Wright, Samson, Canev, Harris, Gummere, Nichols. 

Third Row. Shipton, Cowles, Danenhower, Maepherson, M. Baker, S. Baker, 
Osborn, Barton. 



Library Helpers 

Seated: Scanned, Danenhower, Crabb, Getsinger, Rogers, Gummere. 

Standing: Golding, Pearce. 






Dramatics Club 

First Four R. Upton, Rogers, Anderson, Foster, Warren, Carter, McGintv, Street. 
Second Ron 1 : Danenhower (Vice-President), Mrs. Worsham, Feather (President). 

Third Roir: Meister, McGovern, Latham, Golding, Gummere, Clement, West, 
Eidam, Cowles. 



Junior Debate Club 

Sealed: Swett, Keller (President), P. Fletcher, Flolihan, Rogers, Pearce, R. Upton, 
Richardson. 

Standing: Prout, Rislev, Strenz, Trimble, Latta, Smith, Boyce, Canev, Snyder, 
Latham, McGovern. 






“The state of the body inevitably affects the action of the mind.” 
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CAE Officers 
Barbara Begg, President 
Prudy Carter, Vice-President 
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KAVA Officers 
Dale Nichols, Vice-President 
Sue Baker, President 


KAVA 5 


CAE I 



CAE Hockey 

Kneeling: P. Allen, Carter, Warren (Captain), McGinty, Rogers, A Whitehead. 
Standing Fisher, Begg, McClaud, Rislev, Swett, N. Whitehead, Roberts, Anderson 
(Manager). 



KAVA Hockey 

Kneeling: Osborn, Nichols, Folwell, (Captain), Feather, S. Baker. 

Standing : Latham, Crocker, Hope, Dickinson, Trimble, Welch, Cahoon, Harris, 
West (Manager). 



KAVA I — CAE I 

Hockey Games 



2nd Teams 


CAE 

Bell 

Boas 

Caney 

Dickerman 

DuCharme 

Holihan 

Landwehr 

Pearce 

Plimpton 

Snyder 

Upton, B 

Upton, C. 

Wilson 


KAVA 

Baker, J. 

Bartlett 

Barton 

Danenhovver 

Deshler 

Farwell 

Foster 

Gummere 

McGovern 

Noland 

Rowley 

Shipton 

Street 


Although the first team hockev game was postponed because of rain, the 
enthusiasm and spirit remained high when the big dav finally came. Tbe first goal 
was made by CAE; however, KAVA rallied and scored five points by the end of 
the game, making the final score 5-1. 

The second team in contrast, was touch and go with Martha Snyder scoring 
a goal in the second half. Thus everyone was extremely happy when the game 
ended in a tie, 1-1. 



CAE 1 5 — KAVA 2 



CAE Volleyball 


First Ron’: Carter, Colding (Captain), Begg. 

Second P\ow: Swett, Richardson, Whitehead, Smith (Manager). 
Third Row: Rogers, Warren, Holihan, McClaud. 



KAVA Volleyball 


Front Row: Bartlett, Baker, Trimble (Captain), Dewey, Barton, Farwell (Manager). 
Back Row: Hope, Folwell, Samson, Latham. 



CAE 26 — KAVA 23 

Volleyball Games 



2nd Teams 


CAE 

KAVA 

Allen 

Baker, S. 

Anderson 

Cahoon 

DuCharme 

Dickinson 

Fisher 

Feather 

Getsinger 

Gummere 

Latta 

Nichols 

Risley 

Osborn 

Whitehead, N. 

Shipton 

Wilson 

Taylor 


The entire population of Rogers Hall crowded into the gym on January 20th 
for the first team volleyball game. Although for a short time the score was close, 
CAE soon swept ahead to victory with a final score of 15-2. 

The second team game, on the other hand, was much closer ending at 26-23 
in favor of CAE. The high scorer of the game was Nancy Whitehead with seven 
points to her credit. 


1 


KAVA 43 — CAE 38 



CAE Basketball 


Front Ron 7 : Begg, Swett (Captain), Carter. 

Back Row. Keller, Golding, Getsinger, Warren, A. Whitehead, Scanned (Mgr.). 



KAVA Basketball 

Front Row-. Taylor, Osborn (Captain), Folwell. 

Back Rons: Trimble, Hope, Harris, Samson, Dewey, Latham, Crabb (Manager). 





Basketralr Games 



2nd Teams 

CAE KAVA 


Allen, P 

Crocker 

Bell 

Cahoon 

Fisher 

Bartlett 

McGinty 

Nichols 

Rogers 

Gummere 

Upton, B. 

Baker, S. 

Whitehead, N. 

Baker, J. 

Wilson 

Shipton 


The basketball games, as usual, proved to be one of the high points of the 
winter term. 

On the day of the first team game, the spirit of both clubs was high as 
everyone crowded into the gvm. The game kept everyone on the edge of her seat 
since both teams played equally well, ending the game at 43-38 in favor of KAVA. 

The spirit and excellence in playing was again good in the second team game, 
which ended 23-20, again in favor of KAVA. 


CAE 19 — KAVA 10 




CAE Softball 

Kneeling: Golding, D. Wilson, P. Allen, Carter (Captain), Wickvvire, Swett. 
Standing: Fisher, A. Whitehead, Rogers, Begg, McClaud, N. Whitehead (Manager). 


KAVA Softball 

Seated: Welch (Captain). 

Kneeling: Crocker, S. Baker, Folwell, Barton, Latham. 

Standing: Clement (Manager), Osborn, Brennan, Samson, Harris, Cahoon, 
Dickinson. 





Softball Games 



2nd Teams 


CAE 

Bell 

Caney 

Getsinger 

Holihan 

Keller 

Latta 

Melville 

Richardson 

Risley 

Roberts 

Snyder 


KAVA 

Baker, J. 

Baker, M. 

Bartlett 

Gummere 

Hope 

Nichols 

Shipton 

Taylor 

Valade 

Winters 

Wright 


After many days of rain and disappointment, the first team softball game 
was finally played on May 21st. The game began with Hillary Barton pitching for 
KAVA and although she did an excellent job, it was not quite enough to keep 
the CAE’s down. CAE took an early lead and held it to the end, winning by 19-10; 
however, KAVA kept right on fighting. 

The second team game took the opposite turn. With Tina Wright pitching 
for KAVA and Carolyn Melville for CAE, the game began. This time, KAVA took 
an early lead and continued until the end, winning by 12-3. 


* 
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KAVA Tennis 

Hope, Barton, Street (Manager), Dewey, Cahoon. 



CAE Tennis 

Swett, Macpherson, McMillan (Manager), A Whitehead, Rogers. 





CAE Badminton 


McMillan (Manager), Swett, Rislev, Golding, Carter. 



KAVA Badminton 

Front Row: Barton, Brennan 
Back Row: Street (Manager), J. Allen, M. Harris. 




CAE Swimming 


First Row: Rogers, Bell, A. Whitehead, P. Allen, Wickwire, Gearhart. 

Second Roiv: Golding, Begg, Richardson, Snyder, Fisher. 

Standing: Pearce (Manager). 

Swimming Meet 

During our pre-exam week the swimming meet between CAE and KAVA 
was a welcome excuse to forget about studying for awhile. In the beginning KAVA 
won almost every speed race; however, CAE soon caught up in style. Relays were 
held in the backstroke, crawl, and butterfly. One of the outstanding events was the 
diving in which both clubs did well. The meet ended with KAVA winning 76 to 65. 



KAVA Swimming 


First Row: Welch, Bartlett, Latham, Hope 
Second Row: Wright, Cowles, Foster, Brennan. 
Third Rorv: Samson, Gummere (Manager), Cahoon. 



CAE Cheerleading 

Stretched Out: Carter, Holihan, Boyce, A. Whitehead, Warren, Swett. 
Kneeling and Sitting Center: McClaud (Captain) and P. Allen (Mascot). 
Standing: Golding, Bell, Begg, Rogers. 


Cheerleaders for ’64 and ’65 under the 
leadership of Ellie Danenhower for KAYA 
and Lvnda McClaud for CAE again did a 
great job. Throughout the different games, 
thev managed to keep the spirit high. 


KAVA received manv new cheers this 
year, thanks to Susanne Strenz, who now 
has the KAYA spirit ring. Also, both 
CAE and KAYA were rather surprised at 
KAYA’s new "short” uniforms. 



KAVA Cheerleading 


First Row: Clement, Harris, West, Danenhower (Captain), Foster Brennan. 
Second Row : Welch, Latham, Hope, Nichols. 

Third Row: Shipton, Feather 












FALL PLAYS 

A YOUNG LADY OF PROPERTY 


On November 21, 1964, Rogers Hall presented two one-act plays. The first, 
A Young Lady of Property by Horton Foote, was a drama touched by gentle 
humor and centered around a young girls desire to maintain sole possession of her 
house after the death of her mother. Her ardent hopes that her father and new 
step-mother would comply to her wishes was her main concern. Catherine Cowles 
was exceptional in her portrayal of the determined young lady. 


A Young Lady of Property 


Miss Martha Davenport 

Mr. Russell Walter 

Wilma Thompson 

Arabella Cookenboo 

Lester Thompson 

Minna Boyd 

Real Estate Agent 

Mrs. Leighton 

Miss Gert 


Patricia West 

.... Ann Gummere 
Catherine Cowles 

Amy Wilson 

... Judith Anderson 
.... Patricia Eidam 
. Kathleen Latham 
.. Stephanie Street 
Elizabeth Clement 



THE RED CARNATIONS 

“The Red Carnations” bv Glen Hughes was a lively farce involving a girl’s 
sly attempts to captivate a boy. Jodi Landwehr played the young girl who en- 
gaged her father to act as a rival for her attentions in order to impress the eligible 
young male. The play was short, but very well done and enthusiastically received. 

The Red Carnations 


A Man (Rebecca Upton 

A Boy Alison Golding 

A Girl Jodi Landwehr 




CHRISTMAS VESPERS 




On December 13, amidst the excitement over the coming vacation, the 
annual Christmas Vespers ceremony was held at Rogers Hall. 1 his vear, the four 
class presidents spoke on the meaning of Christmas to different age levels, such as 
the jov of giving and the birth of Christ. I he language clubs in the school also con- 
tributed to the ceremony with the singing of traditional carols in French and Spanish. 

The highlight of the program, for the seniors at least, came when Miss 
Ramsay gave out the long-awaited senior rings. At last we were real I v seniors and 
had something to prove it. 


CHRISTMAS PLAY 


The Rogers Hall Christmas plav was presented on December 15, 1964. In a 
serious poetic vein, A Child is Born , bv Stephen Vincent Bcnet, related the story 
and importance of Christ’s birth through the people at the Inn on Christmas Eve. 
Justine Rogers, the Innkeeper’s wife, and Ellen Danenhower, the Innkeeper, played 
their difficult roles outstandingly. The set, simulating cold stone, was particularly 
effective. 


A Child is Born 

Narrator 

The Innkeeper 

Leah 

Sarah 

A Soldier 

Joseph of Nazareth 

Disinas, a Thief 

Voice of a Prefect 


... Margaret Foster 
Ellen Danenhower 
. Kimberly Feather 
.. Susan McGovern 

Susanne Strenz 

Marie Harris 

Julie Samson 

... Katherine Pearee 






SPRING PLAYS 

SCENES FROM ANTIGONE 




The theatre in the round came to Rogers Hall on March 18, 1965 when 
scenes from Anouilh’s Antigone were presented. This is a modern version of the 
ancient Greek tragedy and was translated from the French by Lewis Galantiere. 
The cast was especially excited about doing the play out on the gym floor where, 
of course, the proximity of the audience was stimulating, if not terrifying. The set 
consisted of towering pillars and a graceful stairway leading up to the stage where 
stood a Greecian statue designed bv Mrs. Perloff. Its simplicity was striking as was 
the performance bv Marie Harris as the chorus. 

Scenes From Antigone 


Chorus Marie Harris 

Antigone Margaret Foster 

i\ urse Patricia West 

Ismene Gretchen Valade 

I laemon Alison Golding 

Creon Ellen Danenhower 



CASTLE IN THE VILLAGE 

In contrast to the tragedy, Verna Woskoff’s Castle in the Village was a 
light, humorous play which livened the spirits of the audience. The situation 
comedy was set in a dilapidated Greenwich village apartment which was put up for 
rent by an ambitious girl. As the number of perspective rentees increased, so did 
the fun and intricacy of the plot. Susanne Strenz and Pamela Prout were hilariously 
funny in their character roles while Julie Samson’s dashing artist portrayal was 
superb. 

Castle in the Villace 


Lydia 

Mr. Lewellyn 
Mrs. Goldfine 


Mr. Hill 

An Artist 

Moving Men 
Mrs. Hill 


Justine Rogers 

Pamela Prout 

Susanne Strenz 

Rebecca Upton 

Jul ie Samson 

Kathleen Latham, Susan McGovern 
Marilyn Avery 




COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

On Monday night, June 7, the commencement play was presented under the 
direction of Mrs. Dorothy Worsham and with charming sets designed by Mrs. 
Dorothy Perloff. Thieves' Carnival by the French playwright Jean Anouilh is a 
delightful lark loaded with romance and masquerades. The palatial home of Lady 
llurf is invaded by three lovable thieves who pretend to be Spanish grandees. 
Though she recognizes their deception, Lady Hurf ; interpreted beautifully by Patsy 
West, plays their game to relieve her boredom. Her nieces become romantically in- 
volved with two of the thieves and the younger pair portray the ideal lovers. The 
lyrical quality of the play was greatly enhanced by the clarinet accompaniment of 
Betsy Clement 


Thieves’ Carnival 


The Musician 

Peterbouo 

Hector 

Gustave 

Lord Edgard 

Lady Hurf 

Juliette 

Eva 

Dupont-Dufort Senior 
Dupont-Dufort Junior 

The Little Girl 

The Town Crier 

The i\ ursemaid 

The Policemen 


People in the Park 


. Elizabeth Clement 
Ellen Danenhower 

Anne Gummere 

Julie Samson 

Pamela Prout 

Patricia West 

... Julie Macpherson 

Margaret Foster 

.... Judith Anderson 

Alison Golding 

Penelope CrabS 

Susan ne Strenz 

Elizabeth McMillan 

Beth Brennan 

Kathleen Latham 
Christina Wright 

Susan Baron 

Catherine Cowles 
Kathleen Smalldon 
Ellen Smith 
Martha Snvder 


s basest 







Positively shocking . . . 


Naturally, I refused . . . 



She’s my room-mate; make her feel at home 


FATHER-DAUGHTER DAY 

On April 24th, Rogers Hall was invaded, as it is every year at this time, 
bv the opposite sex — our fathers. The dav began with the cookout in the 
hack yard, and was followed by the traditional softball game, which ended up with 
the daughters winning by one point (a fact strongly disputed by the fathers). As 
usual, most fathers could be seen mopping their brows throughout the water ballet; 
however, the James Bond theme was a great success. 

The day ended with the dance at which many of our fathers surprised us by 
being quite the gay blades on the dance floor. 

Some of us were even lucky enough to get a free trip to Andover or Exeter 
the next day. 


| 

I 








WATER BALLET 

They were herded into the pool room by various teachers and kids, and found 
seats. So this was the water ballet their darling daughters had been slaving over! 
They were skeptical. The theme was James Bond, secret agent 007, and the show 
began. Barbara Begg, as Goldtoe, and Dale Nichols, as Bond, along with the rest 
of the cast, put on a convincing and entertaining show. The audience was captured. 
Many thanks go to Miss Bowes for all the help she provided in the staging of the 
1965 Water Ballet. 



Water Ballet 


Standing: Osborn, Folwell (Managers). 

Sitting: Latham, Snyder, Wright, Welch, Bell, A. Whitehead, Hope, Nichols, 
Begg, Brennan, Richardson, A. Wilson, Norton, Feather, Golding. 
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FOUNDER'S DAY 

On May 8th, the traditional Founder’s Day, commemorating the birthday 
of Elizabeth Rogers, was held at Rogers Hall. On this day every year old friends 
return to look over their alma mater and exclaim that “it simply hasn’t changed a 
bit.” They all take great pleasure in showing their numerous children where their 
desks in study hall were. 

At noon the traditional luncheon was held at which Miss Ramsay spoke and 
after which the alumnae meeting w'as held. Entertainment was later provided in 
the gym by the Glee Club and by a showing of a movie of a typical day at Rogers 
Hall. Some of the graduates w r ere rather surprised to see that w'e are still trying 
to get aw 7 ay with many of the things they attempted years ago. 

On the old hockey field, throughout the day, the senior fair provided much 
satisfaction for the hungry and the spendthrifts. 



The Outdoor Filene’s Basement Don’t hug me, hid . . . 
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After endless days of anticipation May 22nd finally arrived, bringing with 
it the desired male companionship for the diligent Rogers Hall girls. The boys 
began arriving by bus, train, and car at 12:30 and were hastily rushed into a game 
of tennis or, more likely, a nice relaxing walk. This was followed by the tea dance, 
which was held in the MacGay dorm until 5:30, when the boys returned to the 
motel and we began the job of making ourselves beautiful for the evening. 

Following dinner, the dance began in the dining room with a southern theme 
of lilacs, white columns, and Confederate flags, which Miss Ramsay said reminded 
her of the John Birch Society. Throughout the evening, the porch was more crowded 
by seniors, who were making use of their onee-a-year privilege. 

On Sunday, the seniors took off for Singing Beach, while the undergrads en- 
ioved a steak breakfast in the backyard, followed by a softball game. 

Although the day ended at 12:00 for some and 2:00 for others, not much 
was accomplished in the line of studying that afternoon or evening — Happy 
memories are all that were studied. 







CLASS DAY AWARDS 
1965 


CLUB CUPS 

Hockev KAVA 

Volleyball CAE 

Basketball KAVA 

Softball CAE 

Swimming KAVA 

Badminton CAE 

Tennis CAE 


INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Badminton ... 
Tennis Cup . 
Posture 


Prudence Carter 
.. Justine Rogers 
.. Linda Farwell 


SPECIAL AWARD. 

Kathleen Smalldon 


RED CROSS SWIMMERS AWARDS 


Rebecca Bartlett 
Beth Brennan 
Martha Fisher 
Alison Golding 
Wendy Hope 

RED CROSS LIFE SAVING 
Iunior Life Saving 


Kathleen Latham 
Sandra Shipton 
Gretchen Valade 
Katherine Winter 
Christina Wright 


Senior Life Saving 


Martha Chigas 
Lydia Deshler 
Alison Golding 
Water Safety Aids 
Nancy Richardson 
Justine Rogers 


Judith Anderson 
Nancy Richardson 
Justine Rogers 

Susanne Strenz 
Martha Snyder 

R. H. AWARDS 


Martha Snyder 
Susanne Strenz 
Catherine Welch 


Given to those who have earned a total of seventy or more points in one year. Points 
are given for athletic abilitv, sportsmanship, captains, managers, water ballet, life 
saving, posture and neatness. 

CAE KAVA 


Prudence Allen 
Barbara Begg 
Doris Bell 
Prudence Carter 
Martha Fisher 

Amy-J 


Alison Golding 
Lvnda McClaud 
Nancy Richardson 
Justine Rogers 
Andrea Swett 
Whitehead 


Susan Baker 
Hillary Barton 
Beth Brennan 
Donna Cahoon 
Virginia Folwell 
Sandra 


Marie Harris 
Wendy Hope 
Kathleen Latham 
Dale Nichols 
Susannah Osborn 
Shipton 


NEATNESS AWARDS 

Hall Julie Baker, Patricia Dewey 

MacGay 

First Floor Donna Cahoon, Susannah Osborn 

Second Floor Deborah Boas, Penelope Crabb 

ANNOUNCEMENT OF CLUB PRESIDENTS AND VICE PRESIDENTS 

FOR NEXT YEAR 

CAE KAVA 


President Andrea Swett President Kathleen Latham 

Vice-President .. Nancy Richardson Vice-President Susanne Strenz 


COMMENCEMENT 

Commencement activities at Rogers Hall began Sunday morning at All Souls 
Church where Shaun Herron gave the seniors a poignant farewell sermon. He 
realistically advised them to expect disappointments in life but to rise above them and 
courageously continue the gift of life. After the service a reception was given for 
the seniors and their parents. 


Mu SIC ALE 

The musicale, given Sunday afternoon, consisted of selections presented by 
the Glee Club with a solo by Anne Gummere and a duo piano performance bv 
Marv Taylor and Miss LeButt. Betsy Clement played two solos on the clarinet. 
After the concert, everyone w-as able to discuss it while cooling off with sherbet. 

Senior Luncheon 

The senior luncheon on Monday was made more enjoyable by clever place- 
cards representing the pump which stands outside the Hall and the verses written for 
each senior. Molly and Mary were given recognition for their forty years of devoted 
service to Rogers Hall. 


Class Day 

Class day exercises were held in study hall and were begun by the presenta- 
tion of athletic awards by Miss Ramsay and Miss Bowes. Kim Feather and Dale 
Nichols read the class prophecy and class will, respectively. 

Graduation 

Tuesday, the day for which so many anxious seniors had waited, finally 
arrived. The weather was warm but a cooling breeze blew setting all the leaves 
in motion and creating an atmosphere of serenity and loveliness. This picture was 
a perfect background for the twentv-seven seniors w r ho all looked lovely in their long 
w hite linen dresses. Arm bouejuets of pink roses complemented the band of pink 
flowers on the dresses. 

At nine-thirty, the seniors formed a receiving line and began the gracious 
tradition of greeting all friends and relatives. At ten, everyone lined up outside the 
gymnasium to march in to the music of Pomp and Circumstance. When the seniors 
were assembled on the stage, Roy L. Minich, D.D., delivered an excellent commence- 
ment address. He advised the seniors never to leave anything done half way, never 
to let anyone make them into second raters, and to put order in their lives. His 
analogy of the kite which flies high only because it is firmly tied down was parti- 
cularly appreciated. 

Miss Ramsay presented the diplomas and the awards to the deserving seniors. 
Then they marched out to form the traditional floral arc under which the under- 
grads passed. Tearful good byes were said outside and the seniors departed to begin 
their next important adventure in learning. 







COMMENCEMENT AWARDS AND HONORS 

1965 


Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
VIRGINIA FOLWELL 


Parsons Honor — General Course 
MARY TAYLOR 


Prudence Allen 
Judith Anderson 
Deborah Boas 
Catherine Cowles 


Honor Roll — Average 85 % or above 

Lvdia Deshler Alison Golding 

Patricia Eidam Susan McGovern 

Virginia Folwell .Sherill Wickwire 

Elizabeth Getsinger Christina Wright 

Helen Hill Award - LINDA FARWELL 
Athletic Award — BARBARA BEGG 

Art Prize - MARY TAYLOR 

Dramatics 


PATRICIA WEST - 

To whom the stage direction “enter laughing" is a wonderful way of life. 


Judith Anderson 
Elizabeth Clement 
Ann Gummere 


Honorable Mention 

Ellen Danenhower Marie Harris 

Alison Golding Pamela Prout 

Julie Samson 


SUSAN BAKER 


Deborah Boas 
Catherine Cowles 
Ellen Danenhower 
Patricia Dewey 
Patricia Eidam 


Music Appreciation 

LINDA FARWELL KATHLEEN SMALLDON 


Honorable Mention 
Wendy Hope 
Kathleen Latham 
Dale Nichols 
Linda Scanned 


Susanne Strenz 
Andrea Swett 
Amy Whitehead 
Nancy Whitehead 
Sherill Wickwire 


Art Appreciation — LUCINDA KELLER 
Current Events 

Seniors Undergraduates 

KATHLEEN SMALLDON ELLEN DANENHOWER 

JUSTINE ROGERS 


Honorable Mention 

Seniors Judith Anderson Undergraduates .... Martha Chigas 

Katherine Whitten MacGay Literary Prizes 

Seniors VIRGINA FOLWELL 

“Whose talent and industry are a rare combination.” 

Undergraduates LEA SEMPLE 

Whose “mind turns somersaults with thoughts of surging blueness.” 


ALLEN, June, Old Causeway Road, Bedford, Massachusetts 
ALLEN, Prudence, R. D. #2, Fairview, Pennsylvania 
ANDERSON, Judith, 829 South Lincoln Ave., Salem, Ohio 
AVERY, Marilyn, 44 Colton Place, Longmeadow, Massachusetts 
BAKER, Julie, 71 Stanton Lane, Grosse Pointe Farms, Michigan 
BAKER, Martha, 138 Brigham Hill Road, North Grafton, Massachusetts 
BAKER, Susan, 138 Brigham Hill Road, North Grafton, Massachusetts 
BARON, Susan, 35 East 85th Street, New York, New York 
BARTLETT, Rebecca, 17 Del wood Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
BARTON, Hillary, 658 Nimes Road, Los Angeles, California 
BEGG, Barbara, 580 Lakeland Avenue, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 
BELL, Doris, 26 Crescent Road, Riverside, Connecticut 
BOAS, Deborah, 2 Highdowns Lane, Ladue, Missouri 
BOYCE, Martha, Main Street, Westford, Massachusetts 
BRENNAN, Beth, 278 Pine Orchard Road, Pine Orchard, Connecticut 
CAHOON, Donna, 20 Blodgett Avenue, Swampscott, Massachusetts 
CANEY, Laurie, 75 Woodbury Road, Watertown, Connecticut 
CHIGAS, Martha, 7 Andover Road, Billerica, Massachusetts 
CARTER, Prudence, 20 Westwood Road, Shrewsbury,. Massachusetts 
CLEMENT, Elizabeth, 53 Fair Oaks Park, Needham, Massachusetts 
CLOLIGH, Judith, 863 Andover Street, Lowell Massachusetts 
CLOUGH, Susan, 863 Andover Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
COWLES, Catherine, 332 Iroquois Avenue, Green Bay, Wisconsin 
CRABB, Penelope, 191 Overlook Drive, Greenwich, Connecticut 
CROCKER, Marian, 184 School Street, Milton, Massachusetts 
DANENHOWER, Ellen, Box #215, Old Lyme, Connecticut 
DEMIS, Mary, 86 Fairfield Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
DESHLER, Lvdia, 7 Sunham Road, Scarsdale, New York 
DEWEY, Patricia, 393 North Lakeway, Palm Beach, Florida 
DICKERMAN, Jean, 242 North Bay Street, Manchester, New Hampshire 
DICKINSON, Louise, Fenwich, Old Saybrook, Connecticut 
DOWNEY, Place, 3766 Clay Street, San Francisco, California 
DuCHARME, Mar}', 611 University Place, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 
El DAM, Patricia, 35 Nesmith Street, Lawrence, Massachusetts 
ELLINGTON, Katherine, 424 Ocampo Drive, Pacific Palisades, California 
FARWELL, Linda, 60 Reddington Road, Needham, Massachusetts 
FEATHER, Kimberly, 443 Higghbrook Ave., Pelham Manor, New York 
FISHER, Martha, 50 Drake Road, Scarsdale, New York 
FITTING, Margot, 506 Ridge Road, Wethersfield, Connecticut 
FLETCHER, Edith, 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FLETCHER, Man 7 , 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FOLWELL, Virginia, 42 Boulder Trail, Bronxville, New York 
FOSTER, Margaret, 181 Shore Road, Old Greenwich, Connecticut 


GAYLORD, Sarah, 100 Styvesant Rd., Biltmore Forest, Asheville, North Carolina 

GEARHART, Robin, 51 South Road, Rye Beach, New Hampshire 

GETSINGER, Elizabeth, Linkfield Road, Watertown, Connecticut 

GODDEN, Louise, 45 Sunset Rock Road, Andover, Massachusetts 

GOLDING, Alison, 104 Moran Road, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

GUMMERE, Ann, Keith Hill Road, Grafton, Massachusetts 

HARRIS, Marie, 1496 Clover Street, Rochester, New York 

HOLIHAN, Virginia, 60 Bartlet Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

HOPE, Wendy, 286 Sycamore Avenue, Shrewsbury, New Jersey 

KELLER, Lucinda, 2 Stevens Street, Methuen, Massachusetts 

LANDWEHR, Jodi, 21 Birch Lane, Greenwich, Connecticut 

LATHAM, Kathleen, 38 Boston Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

LATTA, Alyson, 1730 Cloverly Lane, Rydal, Pennsylvania 

MACPHERSON, Julia, 4 Woodland Place,. Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

McCLAUD, Lynda, 35 Lakeview Drive, West Hartford, Connecticut 

McGINTY, Ann, 3 Cheever Circle, Andover, Massachusetts 

McGOVERN, Susan, 14 Williams Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

McMILLAN, Elizabeth, 96 Allendale Place, Terre Haute, Indiana 

MEILSTRUP, Kristine, 1012 N. Riverside Dr., St. Clair, Michigan 

MEISTER, Martha, 24 Georgia Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

MELVILLE, Carolyn, 181 (Remington Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

MYRICK, Cheryl, 6 Gristone Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

NICHOLS, Dale, Old Mountain Road, Farmington, Connecticut 

NOLAND, Susan, 206 James River Drive, Newport News, Virginia 

NORTON, Lvnn, 1273 North Lane, New Rochelle, New York 

OSBORN, Susannah, 140 Beach Bluff Ave., Swampscott, Massachusetts 

PARKINSON, Martha, Kevenev Lane, Yarmouth, Massachusetts 

PEARCE, Katherine, 357 South Main Street, Cohasset, Massachusetts 

PLIMPTON, Eliza, Old Sudbury Road, South Lincoln, Massachusetts 

PROUT, Pamela, 652 Mountain View' Dr., Lewiston Heights, Lewiston, New' York 

RICHARDSON, Nancy, Hearthstone Drive, Riverside, Connecticut 

RISLEY, Nancy, Box # 143, Prides Crossing, Massachusetts 

ROBERTS, Pamela, 3707 Sulphur Spring Road, Toledo, Ohio 

ROGERS, Justine, 66 Milton Rd., Apt. 22B, Rye, New York 

ROWLEY, Carol, 10 Meriam Street, Lexington, Massachusetts 

SAMSON, Julie, 649 Westbrook Road, Ridgew'ood, New' Jersey 

SCANNELL, Linda, 131 Holyrood Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

SEMPLE, Lea, 245 East 19th Street. New 7 York, New 7 York 

SFIIPTON, Sandra, 953 West Street, Pittsfield, Massachusetts 

SMALLDON, Kathleen, iR. D. #5,. Box #60, Kingston, New York 

SMITH, Lee, 278 North Quaker Lane, West Hartford, Connecticut 

SNYDER, Martha, Princes Point, Yarmouth, Maine. 

STREET , Stephanie, 79 Prospect Street, Providence, (Rhode Island 


STRENZ, Susanne, Spy Rock Hill, Manchester, Massachusetts 
SWETT, Andrea, 5 Wolcott Terrace, Winchester, Massachusetts 
TAYLOR, Mary, 590 Allen’s Creek Road, Rochester, New York 
TRIMBLE, Barbara, 326 Louella Avenue, Wayne, Pennsylvania 
UPTON, Carol, 21 Nancy Street, Watertown, Connecticut' 

UPTON, Rebecca, 637 Pennsylvania Ave., Oak Ridge, Tennessee 
VALADE, Gretchen, 37 Willow Lane, Crosse Pointe Farms, Michigan 
WALKER, Challis, 1508 South Shore Drive, Erie, Pennsylvania 
WARREN, Carolyn, 48 Broadway, Bangor, Maine 
WELCH, Catherine, 9 Lake Place, Branford, Connecticut 
WEST, Patricia, Canadice Hill, Ontario County, Honeoye, New York 
WHITEHEAD, Amv, 3259 Polo Drive, Delray Beach, Florida 
WHITEHEAD, Nancy, 6 Stone Tower Lane, Barrington, Rhode Island 
WICKWIRE, Sherill, Locust Avenue, Homer, New York 
WILSON, Amy, 7 Prospect Street, Williamstown, Massachusetts 
WILSON, Deborah, 1270 Andover Street, Tewksbury, Massachusetts 
WINTER, Katharine, 60 South Main Street, Suffield, Connecticut 
WRIGHT, Christina, Groton School, Groton, Massachusetts 

FACULTY 

RAMSAY, Mrs. Hildred, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 
STATEN, Mrs. Louise, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 
ALEXANDER, Miss Doris, Plummer Hill, Bristol, N. H. 

BENTLEY, Mrs. Charlotte, 43 Orchardview Street, West Springfield, Mass. 
BOWES, Mrs. C. Glover, 2 Tupelo Road, Swampscott, Massachusetts 
BOWES, Miss Carol, 2 Tupelo Road, Swampscott, Massachusetts 
COLPITTS, Mrs. Stephen, West Campton, New Hampshire 
KINDER, Mrs. Roland, 133 Elm Street, Stoneham, Massachusetts 
LATOUR, Mrs. Edward, 202 Parkview Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 
LeBUTT, Miss Dorothy, 144 Pine Street, Portland, Maine 
MacGAY, Mrs. Katherine, 2 Cross Street, Camden, Maine 
NESSLAGE, Miss Ann, 9 Amsterdam Avenue, Bronxville, New York 
NEVILLE, Mrs. Elsie, 148 Fort Hill Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 
NICHOLS, Miss Betty, 11600 East 16th Ave., Aurora, Colorado 
PASSMORE, Mrs. Alyce, Belfast Road, Camden, Maine 
PERLOFF, Mrs. John W., 162 Linmoor Terrace, Lexington, Massachusetts 
PHELPS, Miss Dorothy, High Street, R.F.D., Norwell, Massachusetts 
PULLING, Miss Anne, 17 Louisburg Square, Boston, Massachusetts 
RAY, Mrs Carlton, 717 Eventide Drive, San Antonio, Texas 
WHITE, Mrs. George H., 351 Mass. Ave., Cambridge, Massachusetts 
SCALISE, Mr. Victor, 222 Libertv Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
SWAN, Miss Grace, 73 Nesmith Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
WORSHAM, Mrs. Banks, Partridge Lane, Carlisle, Massachusetts 





Presentation of Cyrano . . . and, 

THE END . . . 
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Editorial 

“Nothing is worse than war? Dishonor is worse than war. Slavery is worse 
than war.” Churchill used these words for another war in another time, but they are 
just as apt in reference to the war in Vietnam as they were when he spoke them. 
Part of the youth today objects to the stand of the United States in Vietnam; these 
are the “Vietniks” and the draft-card burners. Certainly, questioning our govern- 
ment’s policy is expected of us as good citizens; however, open rebellion demands 
immediate and complete commitment to a cause and implies that the rebel has studied 
his text and is always ready to defend it at all cost. 

How many of these radical-minded young adults are truly prepared to defend 
their position? How many are realistically searching for alternatives to the administra- 
tion’s Vietnam policy? Are these rebels the heroes of this era or the cowards? 
Strangely enough, these questions are extremely difficult to answer. 

Most assuredly some are fighting to uphold their beliefs. But are these beliefs 
their own, or those of the few who are trying to be different? For integrity’s sake it is 
imperative that their ideals be their own; otherwise, they are not being true to them- 
selves, a factor which is losing the war within them. This personal war is based on 
the same principles which govern a war between nations. Each man fights a losing 
battle if he cannot remain loyal to himself and steadfast in his ideals. 

In Vietnam,, war is a lesser evil in comparison to the dishonor, which would 
be the result if we abandoned our promises to the South Vietnamese, and the possible 
enslavement if we did not defend our honor. Such dishonor and enslavement is 
possible for every man if he is not willing to defend his principles. If he gives in to 
the stronger will of others because he is spiritually weak or intellectually ignorant, he 
can not hope to be branded as anything but a coward. 

Therefore, every man must search his mind truthfully before acting, but 
when he does act, he must proceed forcefully. He is just as much a part of the outside 
world as he is of his personal world; he must fight for both these worlds with spiritual 
integrity. 


Susan McGovern ’66 




A Question 

One man lies alone 
his eyes which once shone 
now are dark, like a cave 
But we cannot see him 
In his grave. 

He was murdered by a bomb. 
Not alone, in Vietnam. 

Shall we have still more 
of never-ending war? 


Place Downey ’68 


Renewal 

Shining brightly, 

A single drop of rain 
Slid slowly down the stem 
Of a dying piece of grass,. 

And running round its roots, 

Brought it life again. 

Barbara Trimble ’66 



The Moderator 


I have used as my life-time walking stick the moderation of the Hellenes. 
This staff is my guide and if I clutch it always it will be my savior and will protect 
me from ruin. My stick directs me safely through the dim confused forest and sup- 
ports me in my struggle over the most treacherous peak. When I am blinded by a 
glaring sun that I mistake for happiness, my stick is in my hand to hold me back. I 
am sometimes tempted to throw my stick aside and to run through the warm sand, 
to fly to the shore. But no, I would be errant and never regain the path. I must grasp 
the faithful rod tightly. For I know that if I let go my grip to try to stretch for what 
is outside my reach, I will lose my balance and tumble into the depths. 

Cindy Keller ’66 



In Defense of Pacificism 

We fight to gain 
Our freedom. 

We fight to gain 
Our rights. 

We fight to help 
End some other fight. 
Although we fight 
To help ourselves, 

All we do is hinder. 

What do we gain 
But woeful tears, 

And cities turned 
To cinder? 


Donna Brion '68 



Revelation 

Quiet moments 
Spent alone 
Thoughts press 

Though they’ve been forewarned 
Hazed in time 

Subdued in growth 
Greyed in tone 


But one forgets 
He tries . . . 

At the same time 
To damn all blythe spirits 
And scratch from mind 
Impending thoughts 
Hovering near. 

To erase his feelings, 

His love, 

His hurts 

And reveal now his face 
Carved out of stone. 

But he only succeeds 
In exposing his wounds 
Cruely inflicted 

Swollen with pain 

Tasted with salt grains 
To nature’s own cure 
Oblivious to man 
Still willing to heal. 


Sue Baron ’66 


Academic Anxiety 

IN? 

Always that question with the future in mind 
Always a fear you’ll be left behind; 

Never too sure what will be their last say, 

Never sure once you’re there, if you’ll be 
on vour way . . . 

OUT! 

Kathy Latham ’66 


Friday 

It’s 2: 16 on a Friday— 

My seat next to the door, 

Four minutes to go— 

That’s all I need to know. 

Soon the bell will ring— 

I’m nervously twisting my ring. 

I can’t bear it any longer! 

I timed my exit yesterday— 

Four seconds to the door, 

Five more to grab my bag— 

And if I don’t trip at the gate, 

Then I’m free! 

Tina Wright ’68 


It Was Fascination 

Mv story begins on any day, anywhere. It’s about everyone. 

The music was beautiful. The performance was excellent. Critics had 
acclaimed the symphony to be a perfect masterpiece. The composer was ecstatic. As 
we left, her voice could be heard saying, “I wonder if his moustache was waxed?” 

There was a terrific disturbance. The customs officer had detected the jewel 
smuggler. “Why, look at that nice policeman helping that poor man with his bags,” 
she said. 

The streets were dark; there were ruts in the road. The buildings were dark 
and dingy. Windows were broken and glass was strewn on the sidewalk. “That’s 
disgraceful,” she said. “That poor dog looks hungry.” 

The crowd gasped. All eyes were directed upward as the trapeze artist lost 
his balance. Just as he fell, she said, “I wonder what that flimsy rope is made of.” 

The newspapers, radios, and televisions blared the news. A cure for cancer 
had been found! Mankind was saved. “Oh dear,, now what shall they do with all 
those X-ray machines?” she pondered. 

There is a moral to this story. It goes like this: A stitch in time save nine. 

Catherine Cowles ’67 


A Letter To John 


ROGERS HALL 

LOWELL, M * ■ B A C H U B ETT B 


It is the sixth of December, a Sunday. The fact that 
Christmas is just around the corner, so to speak, 
has finally reached home, eeeeeeeeeckkkl I am excited. 
Snow, Santa, toys ho ho ho etc. 


HELLO 

Storm, Sheri, Mar, Minda, and I say HELIX3..,. "hello".,, merrily The 

Stones sing " congradulations, I only want to make love to you, 

round an* a round, off the hook, little red rooster, tell me, not 
fade away. . .surprise surprise, you can't catch me, little by little, 
good times bad times, grown up wrong, it's all over now, empty heart, 
everybody needs somebody. ..congradulations." The machine will not 
reject; it's so darned tempermental. . .Ah', sher has made up w/it... 

good little machine g.e. do your stuff play... not fade away. 

One 19£ bag of popcorn eeeck. popcornl I hate it.. I. like yellow 
chiclets, tho. Flowers are nice. yes... 

My flower is the lily of the valley.... it means return of happiness. 

How pleasant, and imaginery; yet my world is so, why should' t' my 
flower be also ??. Princeton tigers think that they are tough. It 
is a nice thing to imagine too. I know many unimaginative tigers; 
how nice, yes i know.... So DO I... ME too. Ough'. i I just hit my 
foot on the corner of my bed. eeeeeeeeeeee. . .called the Panama Limited, 
T.Rush singing... 

"she got up singiftg and crying... she said too late too late too 
late, I think I'm a gonna leave you now..." 

Bob Dylan got secretly married over Thanksgiving vacation.. I have no 
record to put on the machine, I8ve listened to them all. ..how boring, 
goodness I8ve been making mistakes; typing ones also... a braclet 
hangs heavily from my ear. Last nite at the dance, I went to sit 
down and SuSie pulled the chair out from under me. It was so well 
planned/ actually it wasn't, but nevertheless i Fell gracefully to 
the floor... and sat. Ohl I like to sing, too, but I think I'd be a 
better actress. I am capable of fooling everyone, anyone. There is 
little talent in it; it is cute and dry and cut evenly. It is not 
necessary that I do this, incoherent me...oooooh yes no.. 

sigh,?,*" 

After all it is Sunday and I am tired. I suppose that I shall sleep, or 
maybe read, yes... I must stop playing... it isn't becoming of a girl my 
age; and if I do continue, I suppose that it would be far more Practical 
to use dolls/to play w/them. They aren't cheaper but oftentimes are a lot 
more sympathetic; even tho they can't hear they listen... yes I am too 
young, it is better that i don't play w/people that are only playing too; 
someone needs to lead the way. Right now I8m tired of directing, I think 
that I will hitch-hike the rest of the way home. Strangers are good 
company for those who have stories to tell or an ear to listen; I suspect 
that I have both... many happy returns of the day to you, sweet prince, 
there is somewhere waiting for you, a sleeping beauty; I don't fit the 
usual description and i/l haven't been asleep for a very long time; 
it's nice to wake up, on a cold Sunday, then wrap yourself in a warm 
blanket. . . .this is where I came in. ........ love meggin 


Meg Foster ’66 


Reflections 


A meeting- 
sudden, 
quick, 

and yet 

so deeply you 
understood. 

Time- 

Time is endless 

it stretches its arms 
to us, 

and dissolves us 
within it. We are but 
small particles 
depending on its current. 

Death— 

To die is to pass 
behind the 
narrow shadows 
of intangible matter. 

Jodi Landwehr ’68 


Song of Lethe 

Come, my sweet, and lie here beside me in the soft, cool sand. 

I will comfort you with my arms and whisper your fears away as softly as I know how. 
Talk to me and tell me all the troubles of your world, cry about them, laugh about 
them, or if you like, show no expression at all. 

When you are through, lie back and close your eyes. 

Your neck is so smooth and white, like a feather of a dove. 

Do not cry out, I will not harm you. 

When you awake, you will have no more pain, and you will forever live in peace. 

Martha Parkinson ’68 



Flight 

The wind roughly and fearlessly searched for the little kite, which bounced 
excitedly along the ground waiting for her freedom. Rising, falling, and spinning as 
she went, the kite grabbed at the March wind. Catching it she climbed steadily 
upward like a young and agile mountain climber. Straining, tugging, and quiver- 
ing, she begged her master for more freedom. Finally released, she leaped up with 
the graceful ease of a ballet dancer and was carried away in the strong arms of the 
wind. The kite was now an eagle, soaring, circling and hovering over her master, who 
had become only a small black speck below, waiting for a weakness in the wind. 

Linda Lovejoy ’67 


Interpretation 

Night, 

Snow, 

Cold and white. 


Carol, 

Singing, 

Soft and low. 


Star, 


Shining, 


Large and bright. 


Symbol, 

Birth, 

Child and soul. 


Meaning, 

Guidance, 

Wrong and right. 


A Savior born to us this night. 

Julie Macpherson ’66 


The Wait 

I long to hold him 
have him near, 
The day grows light 
and still I fear. 
His voice which once 
just I could hear, 
Did speak its time 
and disappear. 


Sue Baron ’66 


Christmas Playlet 


Scene: Outside a 3rd Ave. Pawnshop 
He: Well, it’s finally December. 

She: Yes. 

He: Christmas won’t be long now. 

She: No, it won’t. 

He: Such a happy time of giving and receiving. 

She: ... of giving, yes . . . receiving . . .? 

He: Oh, yes! 

She: Oh. 

He: Merrv Christmas. 

She: Yes. ' 

He: What do you want Santa to bring you? 





1 need a charm, 



* 

Foster ’66 
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Description of a Dilemma (January, 1966) 

In these days of frequent labor strikes, even the Great City could not escape 
the union’s vengeance. With its public transportation nonexistent, New York was an 
intricate maze of streets burdened with frustrated drivers as well as tense pedestrians 
—it was a bristling porcupine aquiver with too many Quills. 


Sue McGovern ’66 





Society First 

Mutely I sat on my bed; Mother lectured on. Her words contained truths, yet 
I cherished my crime. 

It happened the week Dad and I were managing the house. Good old Dad 
unsuspectingly allowed me to spend the night in the bunk house (a shack some 
distance from the main house). 

As he removed the last burlap bag of decoys from my sleeping quarters, Dad 
muttered, “I’ll wake you leaving to go hunting tomorrow. Get some sleep; I want 
you up by 5:30 A.M.” This altered my plans: a phone call to my associate and an 
earlier time for our meeting. 

I arrived exactly at 12:30 A.M., hid mv bike behind the funeral home’s un- 
shaven hedge, and waited. Though my green jacket was pulled tightly around me,, 
shivers ran through my excited body. Eventually I heard my name whispered. I 
leaped up, grabbed my bike and cycled toward my lover. 

We smiled and started down the familiar yet dark road. Faster and faster; 
the wind ripped at my face and tore at my coat. I didn’t care; a smile stretched across 
my face. Never before had I been this happy, A beautiful night, a bicycle ride, and 
the boy I adored! What more could I want? 

Maybe it was a question of trust. My eyes met my mother’s gaze. Would she 
ever trust me? Would she ever believe it was just a wonderful bike ride taken with 
a wonderful friend? No. I guess not. The seed of suspicion had been sown; society 
forbade such actions. My behavior had been unpardonable, yet never had I been 
happier. I looked at my mother’s pained face; it was important to her to be socially 
accepted; therefore it must be important to me too. If she wanted so desperately to 
trust me, it was important for me to give her nothing to doubt. Yet that night had 
been so perfect. 


Kathy Pearce '66 


The Way 

My love must be universal 
Before it can be true. 

My heart must know all people 

Before it can embrace perfection. 

When I have stretched my resources to touch 
all the earth's corners, 

Then will I be able to reach the center 
of my life. 

I can love no one 

If I hate a single soul. 

How can I give all of myself to one 

Until I have offered a little to each. 

Cindy Keller '66 


The Significant Whistle 

Infernal racket prevails, 

As some attempt to muffle the noise 
By covering their ears. 

To the Spectator— oh please God, 

Let my team win. 

To the Participant- 
May I do my best. 

The rule of fair play, 
or 

Traffic clutters the street; 

Some are fortunate to have cars. 

SHE must walk. 

Her beauty is noticed by all, 

The majority consent to whistle. 

Who can tell a book by its cover? 
or 

All aboard! 

Visions of far away heavens 
Excite the mind. 

A dream is a pleasure to have, 
or 

Stop mv friend— 

Would you kill another? 


Nancy Richardson '66 


Wandering Mind 

Wandering mind 
Rambles along dusty roads 
Trod by the feet of 
Unknown, 

Watches the surging sea 
Unlocking the door to 
Wonderous mysteries, 

Hears the voices of whispering 
Pines 

Telling tales that one would 
Love to hear, 

Up creaking stairs 
Into an attic which holds 
Treasures of the past. 

There a window looks 

Out onto a garden where 

Roses bloom so beautifully 

That the sight of them is overpowering. 

Subway doors slam 

Shut — all is quiet. 

Everyone is going home. 

The cold streets echo 
The sound of voices 
From people bustling about. 

Lazy summer winds whip 
The wheat to and fro 
Then . . . 

Realitv, 

The mind stops and ponders. 

It will return again to 
All this and more. 


Marilyn Avery ’68 


One Times One 

I, singular 
First person, 

Me. 

Personal; 

My thoughts, 

Mv ideals, 

My loves. 

Things never meant 

To be 

Plural. 


Julie Baker '66 
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Footprints 

Barefoot maid on a country road 
Collects the dust between her toes 
And loses it in a clover field 
Somewhere. 


The prints her feet leave there in the dirt 
Won’t be erased, 

Even by the big farm trucks and tractors 
That might take that road— 

The road that never looked up to see 
A petticoat. 

They can’t be erased 

Until some horse comes along 

And replaces them with his own. 


Banjie Getsinger '66 



Big Daddy 

Take a Big Daddy 
and a homemade quarrel, 

Mix them together with 
five kids and a dog. 

Sift in Vi dozen sarcastic remarks— 
but make sure they’re innocent— 

Preheat Big Daddy to 125 degrees Farenheit 
and set the timer for five minutes. 

Watch Big Daddy explode. 

The room should now be in 

complete and utter turmoil 

with profanity popping everywhere. 

Add one more dash of unnecessary 
comments and knead in well. 

Let it cool, then cut into squares. 

You won’t need frosting. 


Janet Kendall ’67 



The Predator 


Her ears 
Ever straining 

For sounds in the somber, still night; 

Her muscles tensed 
In wait. 

The cat 

Cunningly creeping 

Through misty moor and moonless marsh 
Ever searching 
For prey. 

Becky Bartlett '66 




Five O’clock World 


She sat in the steaming car, hot and tired, but not really minding. She had 
just gotten out of work and wanted only to relax. Although the summer sun was 
beating mercilessly on the beige roof of the car, within an hour it would be on its 
way to sinking into the horizon behind the movie theater to her right. 

From the car she could look across the parking lot and see the dingy factory. 
All the windows were open, and occasionally one of the old Italian women workers 
would come over to mop her forehead and inhale some fresh air. The machines 
roared, and even in the car, she could hear the insistent voice over the loudspeaker at 
intervals summoning some unsuspecting worker to the office. There he was probably 
told that his son needed a ride home from cub scouts,, or that his wife had just had a 
baby. 

Her attention was brought back to the car by the horsefly buzzing impatiently 
against the front window. She wanted to listen to the radio, but of course he had 
forgotten to leave the key in the car again. She bent over the seat to open the back 
windows. When was he going to take that sweatshirt out of the back seat? It had 
been there, neatly folded since the first night they had gone out. They had taken a 
walk in the rain and she had given him a warm, dry sweatshirt because his green 
sweater had been soaked. 

She took out her book and read letting time fly, wishing it would fly faster. 
At five of five she began staring at her watch. Four minutes— the heat was oppressive. 
The post office began pulling down the shades to close. Two minutes— she began to 
fix her hair, her heart beginning to thump. Ah! At last, five o’clock! The factory gates 
swung open and people began to drift out. There was the lady who was always 
parked by the post office. There were so many faces! She distinguished the familiar 
gait and the light brown hair as he walked among the others, although more hur- 
riedly. It was no longer hot, and she was no longer tired. The happy flowers on her 
bright summer dress perked up, as did her eyes. She opened the door and ran to 
meet him. It was five P.M. but their day had just begun. 

Banjie Getsinger ’66 
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Evening 

Above, a faint light, 

One star, alone. 

Blue running into yellow. 

Yellow meeting orange. 

Then red. 

A black line in childlike candor divides land 
from sky. 

Against it all, two towers 

in 

steps. 

No smoke. 

From my window treetops make lace- 
black, tangled spider webs. 

No leaves. 

City lights in red, pale green, 
in brightness. 

And holes of darkness, 
from my window. 

A white wood fence and snow 
through glass. 

Below, a man walks, 

Stepping, softly. 


Cathy Cowles ’67 


Bacchanalia 


Serenely, he squats in the shadows 
beneath the ripe grape vines, 

watching the common folk offer 
wine generously to the god. 


Intendy, he stares at his comrades, 
as another bows down to Bacchus, 

receiving the coveted laurel wreath 
upon his feverish brow. 

Still looking on, his eyes seek those 
of the merry drunks, 

who joke and smile about nothing at all 
except the joy of being drunk. 

But he alone is set apart as the ceremonies proceed, 
and is left — 

Still sitting there, 
sadly searching the visage of the 
wine god. 



Sue McGovern ’66 


Morning Episode 

The proctor sat supremely at the head of the study hall, occasionally lifting 
her head from the pages of Salinger’s Nine Short Stories to assume her authoritative 
look. This she found was accomplished quite well by slightly cocking her head to 
the right (which tended to unbalance her position, as she had been sitting on her 
left leg), contorting her mouth, and becalming the already tranquil room with a 
slurred but stentorian “sssshhhh”!! I smiled. After proctor baby had lowered her nose 
to the pages— I stuck my tongue out at her; general statement: I don’t like her . . . 
And then the time arrived for ringing the bell— DONE, a responsibility executed 
with the grace of a— oh, I don’t know; what’s graceful?— Yes, a truck. 

I passed from one end of the study hall to the other scuffling my feet and 
making some sort of effective mechanical noise to hurry myself along. (I have 
acquired marvelous techniques for projecting, propelling— and . . . ah! compelling 
myself to class.) Just before I left the ‘hallowed hall’ I happened to catch a glimpse 
of one . . . two . . . two rather unsymmetrically written words on one of the black- 
boards: “BAG ANDOVER”— I laughed hysterically— scampering up the stairs. By 
the time I had hurtled one bannister and double jumped twenty-three stairs, my 
hysteria subsided into a giggle, then to a soft melancholy hum. I stood facing a door 
—an old door lepered with peeling, dry old paint. I stepped into my class tiptoeing 
and singing to myself, “Good Morning to you, good morning to you, good morning 
dear teacher, etc.” ... I took my seat quietly. 

Meg Foster ’66 


Go Ahead 

They all just say write it 
or else you’ll forget it 
So mail it today! 
or if you have sent it 
you might someday regret it— 
This you can’t change— 

So why not forget it— 

Go Ahead 


Sue Baron ’66 


The Rise and Fall 

I walk the black brick line between ecstatic and dismal times. One illegal 
move equals a black weekend. Tuesday goes by and momentary happiness fills the 
few minutes after lunch— weekend clear so far. Wednesday, 2:30, not on academic 
pro— another go sign. Wednesday night— illness— prolonged unhappiness. Friday— on 
the train home clutching an overnight bag, Kleenex, and a ticket for fun. Home— a 
warm hello and “Dear, your father and I have talked it over; we don’t want you to 
go to Boston tonight. We’re sorry but . . .” Sunday train ride back— wet eyes stare 
ahead— next weekend in Boston . . . ? Tuesday— eight demerits. 


Kathy Pearce ’66 


Two Worlds 


CHILDREN— 

Happy fun and games 
bright eyes and cries 

of joy 

life is sunny, free and gay 

they play 

with toys and noise- 
school every day— 

a protected way of life. 


ADULTS— 


Big and smart they live— 

apart 

war, sadness, money too— 

worry, problems 

what to do? 


A family, a car, death— 

by far 

a much stronger force than we are— 


Pam Prout ’66 


Destiny 

It’s big, and round, and it floats around and around without a destination. 
There are lots of them, all floating together, but on this particular one there are many 
machines. Each machine influences the others. Thev all start off exactlv alike, at 
first, for a very few minutes. Then they are wound up in back and headed a certain 
way; each one in a different direction. 

One sees another running into a piano stool and therefore thinks that way is 
the right way. So he turns away from the wall that he has been running into for 
years, and joins the man running into the piano stool. Which one was going the 
right way? They both are of course. Their keys turn more and more slowly until 
they finally stop. And at that spot they remain . . . forever. That’s it— the end. What 
difference does it make if they run into the wall or the piano stool? 


Debbie Gale ’68 


And Count the Stars 

Stars in pools of silver splendor 
Burn the ice late at night; 

I want so much to scream and 
Laugh and cry at the delight 
Of being alive. 

I’m warm and my cheeks are rosy. 

My heart beats in time with the 
Scrape, scrape, scrape of my skates, 

Why can’t everyone in the world 
Feel like this? 

All the old cliches are true— I know. 

I’ve found that “somewhere over the 
Rainbow’”; “it’s deep in my heart,” 

And “I know I’ll never lose it.” 

“I love you.” 

Yet 1 can’t tell you of my love 
Because you are just a dream 
And dreams don’t come true. 

So I’ll keep on skating ’round and ’round,, 
And count the stars. 


Becky Upton '66 



The Rage 

The storm had begun before I realized it. The whistling air was sneaking 
through the cracks in the windows and playing jump rope with the telephone wires. 
The screens sifted snow out of air and white clumps dangled. The panes liquidated 
the flakes as soon as they touched. 

Beyond the barrier that protected me from the rage, I saw a blanket wrap 
around the city. Gears jambed and the wheels of men and their machines halted. As 
if enveloped in a natural womb, the city surrendered to the peace it had always 
sought. 

Cindy Keller ’66 


Lost in a Fog 

White moist clouds hung over the heads 
of those that were lost; 

For some it meant nothing 
to be lost, 

but others needed to live 

and find their way this night. 

Laurie Caney '66 


Paradox 

Big country mansion, Harlem flat; 

Gas disposal, garbage in the hall; 

Interior decorator, rat’s nest in sofa; 

Three demerits for visiting, boy killed in blade fight; 
Debutante party, rumble in street; 

Raffle at church fair, crap game in back room; 

Executive on vacation, miner dies in cave-in; 

Boys brought in for stealing signs,, twelve year old kills parent; 
Cheeseburgers at MacDonald’s, pot party upstairs; 
Heart-shaped swimming pools, this fountain for whites only; 
Rolls Royce, Negroes sit in rear of bus . . . 

All men are created equal. 


Sue Briggs ’67 


A Dream 


If I could do 
Just what I pleased 
For only a day— 

If all the forevers 
That I have dreamed— 

If twenty-four hours 
Of eternity 
Were to be mine, 

I think I would listen, 

And sit in the grass 
And look to the sky— 

To be alone and very quiet, 
and dream of forever 
Being just this way. 

Carol Upton ’66 


Facade 


I sit apart 
I think 
I sleep 
I love 
I hate 
I cry 

and then 
I die 
inside— 



Outside 
I laugh 
and laugh 
and laugh 
until 
there 
is 

nothing 

left 

to hide 
except 
my 

foolish 

Pride— 


Pam Prout '66 



The Cabinet 

At the age of seven I had many astonishing 
ideas about the world. I had heard of a man named 
Eisenhower who had been elected President of the 
United States. I remember thinking that he was 
very good looking, quite young, and that he rather 
resembled Pinky Lee. His job, I believed, had 
something to do with a cabinet and I thought his 
cabinet was very much like mine. 


Mv cabinet was a homemade chest of drawers with cardboard bottoms on the 

✓ 

drawers. It had been made for my father when he was a boy, and he gave it to me 
for my dolls. Until the time I turned seven I had not cared very much about the 
cabinet and in it I had stored such things as pieces of string, scraps of cloth, a stray 
doll shoe without a mate, and various other treasures. But after I was seven the 
dresser became “The Cabinet” and it had a very special use. It stored my china set. 

My mother had given me an old demitasse service she no longer wanted and I 
adored it. It was pink with white flowers for trim and I thought it was gorgeous. 
Every morning at breakfast I poured my milk into the gleaming pink teapot and 
drank it from one of the cups. At dinner I was not allowed to use it, but afterwards, 
I always had a small cup of diluted coffee with my parents. Sometimes when Pam, 
my playmate from next door, came up to my house to play dolls with me, we would 
make tea and have cookies while we played in our dress up costumes. It was always 
a thrill to me when I saw my friends' surprise as I told them that the tea set was mine. 

When I was eight the biggest thing in my life was my first pair of roller 
skates. I used to spend long days skating on the dead-end street up the hill from my 
house. Nevertheless, I still cherished my tea set, although I used it rarely. Every now 
and then I would take it out and spend hours rearranging the cups and saucers in 
their drawers as if I were performing a religious ritual. 

To this day I still cherish my tea set and it is neatly packed away in the 
cabinet in the attic. Someday I will take the tea set out and look at it again, but 
that will be the last day I will call it my own. On that day my little girl will be seven 
years old and she will receive one of my most precious possessions. 


Becky Upton '66 


The Balance 

Of the two species, the weed’s more persistent. 

As for the flower, there’s none less resistant. 

Left alone to her independent will, 

She’s loved by the earth and all others ’til 
She spreads her blossoms across a wide hill. 

At the base,, the enemy begins to sprout, 
Scattering ’round tiny leaflets of doubt 
Trying to tangle and to rout. 

But if not for the weed’s twisting and knotting, 

The flower'd go rampant and in abundance be rotting. 


Cindy Keller ’66 
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Chickie and Little Brother 


Chickie, Little Brother and I were in- 
separable. We went everywhere and did 
everything together . . . played as one, 
laughed as one, cried as one. Birthday par- 
ties headed our list of “funniest things.” 
We three were blessed with innocence and 
imagination,, which is where these two 
companions of mine originated and remain- 
ed for a year. 

Now Chickie’ s appearance is implied by 
her name. When I first met her she was a 
puff of yellow down fresh from the egg. I 
can’t recall Little Brother’s characteristics, if 
there were any. Being Little Brother though, he was smaller than Chickie and I. 

When visiting me, they would descend singing from their home in the clouds, 
Little Brother on Chickie’s back. Their permanent residence was in heaven. God and 
I were their personal friends. 

I would sit by the hour in my room seemingly talking to myself; yet my peers 
were present. We quarreled as all friends occasionally do. If the two aroused my 
temper to an upsetting degree, I’d throw them back into the clouds. Afterwards, my 
anger having been mollified, I’d allow them down; then we’d laugh. 

I killed them when I was four, by slitting their throats. If there was a reason, 
I can’t remember it. They were my first best friends and, of course, you should never 
kill your best friends. 



Meg Foster ’66 


The Breeze: 

long has it blown 

through my tormented thoughts. 

sadly now, 

my mind is 

no more 

my own. 


Julie Baker ’66 


Why Strange ? 

Why strange, the desire to be alone? 

I’m not unsociable, 

Only drained by questions, answers, and social pressures. 

I long -to savor once again 

The delicious feeling of singularity 

Which envelops me when I’m near but not with 

Those who reallv love me. 

I long to cry without being asked why I’m sad, 

To laugh without being asked why I’m happy; 

And, when I’m sufficiently refueled with love, 

To radiate sincerely until the next time. 

Banjie Getsinger ’66 



The Day of the Absolute 


The sun rose higher above the earth casting sparse shadows of the remaining 
vegetation, and large dark unnatural caverns were filled with the streaming sunlight. 
A slight breeze blew, yet there were no leaves to rustle. The soft cooling breeze 
refreshed the still, mustv air, and in union with the sun, the day seemed to merge 
all seasons. 

In the distance carrion was strewn openly under the sky. This feast lay un- 
touched. Nothing came on four feet or through the cloudless sky to disrupt the 
solitude. 

There was a stillness which cleared my mind of the slightest recollection of 
the bitter past, though its token stood before me. The wind sang a joyous solo and no 
lament could be heard. The rich tone of this melody rang undisturbed in my ears 
and my heart felt no despair. 

The earth was covered once more with a blanket of black. What shadows 
there were crept silently through the stillness, and there was peace. 


Donna Brion ’68 



Real Individuals 

“Seventeen thousand individuals— man were they cool! Each had his very 
own ideals— each was unique.” 

“Oh? Tell me about them.” 

“Well, as I scanned the scene, a mob of these folkies were pressing toward a 
distant platform occupied by the Bob Dylan (everyone loves him— he’s so different). 
He was singing the song the Rolling Stones always sing, I Ain’t Gonna Work on 
Maggie’s Farm No More. The seething mass resembled a sea of flowing hair (all 
Individuals have long hair). The dingy levis on the thousands of legs moved in 
unison to their mutual destination— Bob Dvlan. 

You should have seen all the guitars— Everyone had either a Martin or Gibson. 
They quibbled over which was best yet both are good, of course.” 

“Did you talk to them?” 

“Oh sure, they’re very friendly, for they like to spread their individual views 
around. On the subject of Vietnam the stand was to get out. Why man, each has 
burned his Draft Card and all attend the anti-Vietnam rallies. It takes real guts to 
get out there and burn your little Draft Card. It really does, you know? I sure wish 
I had their guts. Hey, man, don’t you long to be a Real Individual?” 


Kathy Pearce ’66 


Rationalizations of Liberty 

After a relatively routine school day filled with pop quizzes, Glee Club, serv- 
ing lunch, no mail except a weekly bulletin from your home town church, and, if 
you’re lucky, a note from the headmistress requesting your presence in her office 
immediately— what could be more welcomed than gym class? As the expression goes 
—The perfect ending of a perfect day. 

I always have a good excuse for accidentally miscalculating the time which 
results in my failure to appear in gym class every so often. My most recent reason 
may seem quite silly to anyone reading this, but it really is legitimate. It seems I have 
a com on my right foot which acts up occasionally, and when I put a sneaker on it,, 
it begins to hurt dreadfully. Of course, we must always be shod in a pair of sneakers 
when walking on the gym floor— or else. Besides I was having difficulty finding my 
gym attire as it was shoved somewhere in my immaculate closet. At least I think it 
was in the closet, although it might have somehow found its way beneath my bed. 
I thought that was my gym belt being swept into the carpet sweeper yesterday morn- 
ing! 

Well, as the saying goes— tempus fugit— so by the time I could finally get a 
sneaker on my poor sore corn and find my gym suit in its entirety, there were only 
ten minutes left. Since we aren’t supposed to be late for gym— I was so perplexed— 
I just didn’t go— because it’s better to break one rule well rather than many only half 
way— 

Pam Prout ’66 



Today is for Folly 

Today is for folly 
Open your eyes 
foolish child 
Inhale your youth 
Listen . . . 

Watch . . . 

Imagine . . . 

Early . . . Before weeping 
Know what it’s like 

Life and its pleasures. 
Today is for folly 

Form free your smile 
your carefree ways 
Then close your eyes 
Meet reality 

You were born with senses— 
lucky child 
For there are those 

whom fortune skipped 
So weep now- 

anguished tears— 

But for another. 


Sue Baron ’66 


March 


March is a restless, waiting time, between 
Winter’s dying, and the new spring’s green 
A grey, wind-loud world softens in the shine 
Of warming sun, and patient buds give sign, 

In misty loveliness,, of earth’s reviving 
With fresh hope and jov, at spring’s arriving. 

Challis Walker ’67 


The Conquest 

Piercing, brilliant rays beat down upon the cold, 
black pool. The rays fought desperately to sink beneath 
its surface. Time moved, the black depth gave way and 
into it sank the light. 


Jodi Landwehr ’68 


Almost 

Beautiful, mushy warm, almost— Spring 

Home and sunshine 

A puddle— perfect walk 

With just a jacket— and boots 

And someone you love 

To enhance the already perfect. 

Chilly evening— but still just a jacket 
Up the dirt road 

Mud— sunk rocks squishing down deep 
The lawn— a soggy carpet, 

And outlines of pudgy buds 
Through the outside light. 

Banjie Getsinger ’66 


Anguish 

I find my heart weeping many times 
ever since the 'day’— 

What day? Christ crucified, 
dead daisies, outrageous 
orations 

death dressed 
in black clothes 
salty tears will come 
always— inevitable 
just as they come now. 

Marilyn Avery ’68 



Loss 

A friend parted 
As the wind howled— 
While the willows wept. 
And hidden, I cried— 
Till the dawn appeared. 


Sue Baron ’66 



Futility 

Waves of salt water 
Surged forward and 
Lashed against the 
Moss covered rocks. 

I laughed at the 
Pounding waves 
That tried to cover me 
With their salt filled drops. 
I squatted on a 
Projecting rock. 

Below me the tide 
Billowed into the 
Rock cavities. 

My eyes searched 
The darkness, 

But the veil of night 
Embraced me 
Pierced solely by a small 
Orange light. 

I jumped back. 

A puddle lay 
Where I had been. 
Chuckling at 
Nature’s futile attempts, 

I turned 
Inland. 


Kathy Pearce ’66 


An Exerpt 

There is love 
in the smallest things, 
kisses are not told 
that the heart is free, 
no— 

yet the touch of a hand 
or the smile of sunshine 
is all I need 
aside from his song, 
and happiness swells— 

I am beside myself 

✓ 

with emotion, 
but I am denied 
my expression- 
no 

kisses are not told, 

vet the smiles of sunshine 

kiss the earth 

thus 

through this, I am satisfied. 

Meg Foster '66 


W.H.O. 

I'll be there when you need me, 
You are a friend. 

I talk with you at the day’s end 
We laugh a lot. 

It soothes your troubled mind— 

I try 

Because I am a crutch. 

You are the same, 

Your shoulder unselfishly awaits; 
But there are lots of new people 
To meet. 

Changes make better the first one. 
So? 

I can wait. 



Nancy Richardson '66 








The Fairy Path 

The moon is up now 
Playing with the sea. 

Lean see the path out my window 
Left by the elusive fairy. 

Yes, I can see it better now, 

The fairy was late tonight, 

It lights up my whole bedroom 
And makes the dark take flight. 

The fairy path is so inviting— 

And I think it would be so nice 
To ride in a magnificent ship 
To the eventual land of paradise. 

I’m getting so sleepy now, 

Still the twinkling fairies dance with the waves— 

They twist and jump and float, 

I’m sleepy from long summer days. 

I can hardly keep my eyes open, 

Sleep will come before long. 

With regret I drift away, 

For when I awaken the fairy path will be gone. 

Marci Boyce ’66 
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Spider’s Web 

Morning sunglow 

O G 

Red, orange, and yellow 
Reflected through tiny drops, 

Insecurely hung from glassy threads 
Of the intricately woven 
Spider’s web. 

Droplets spun in a silent display, 

As the colors began to play. 

A diamond came to sight 
Like a prism in the light. 

Insanely the multi-colors twirled 
Wheeling, spinning, dazzling lights 
To life in the new world. 

It was quick and only temporary 
like the glance at a fairy. 

For the imaginary colors blurred, 

Lost distinction, 

And melted into mass confusion. 

The diamonds, glassy threads, and jewels 
Tinkled into the darkness 
Of unknown depths. 


Elizabeth Bullock ’68 




The Shanty 

It was a normal day. The lonely salt-stained shanty stood barren on a penin- 
sula. The only human signs were some worn tire tracks and vague footprints in the 
warm silvery sand. High grassy dunes swayed as the waves ground the fossils and 
pounded the creatures below. White gulls skimmed over the blue water in search of 
food. 

Gradually evil black clouds accumulated in the north. They blocked the 
sun’s rays. Seeing this, the birds took flight and the tiny creatures hid. The shanty 
then stood quite alone. Rain streaked down from the north and drowned its targets. 
As the howling wind played tag with the sand, the angry ocean swelled into high 
white peaks. The support of the shanty shook as the wind teased and the ocean 
roared. 

Fretfully the clouds roamed southward taking all their tools and leaving 
devastation. Birds appeared and cried “all clear,” while the tiny creatures stuck their 
heads out of their waterlogged dwellings. The blue-green water glistened like many 
sparkling eyes as the sun dropped below the horizon. Still standing, never intending 
to succumb, was the old tormented shack. 


Wendy Hope ’66 


Recessional 


Like a fire fading with time— 

A soft glow still- 
Thoughts never release 
The wary mind— 

A life ends, a new beginning. 

Dawn will come, hut 
Not to relieve, for 
The past is refreshing 
And sweet, 

The future is fast coming 
With fears and new anxieties— 

Oh memories linger! 

Donna Cahoon '66 
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COCA-COLA CO. 


Lowell, Mass. 


BLANCHARD CHARTERED SERVICE, INC. 

owned and operated by 
ALVIN T. FRENCH 


Tewksbury 
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or ^ 


Buckland Printing Co. 

Lowell, Mass. 


NORTH SHORE STEEL CO., INC. 

LYNN, MASSACHUSETTS 


16 OAKVILLE ST. 
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Best Wishes to the 
Class of '66 


DR. and MRS. RICHARD A. McGOVERN 



The Caney Clan 

wishes the Best 

to 

The Class of '66 

Compliments of 

THOMAS J. SULLIVAN 

Compliments of 

EASTERN SERVICE CO. 

HIGHLAND LAUNDRY 

49 Kearney Sq., opp. the Post Office 

Frigidare Sales & Service 

157 Andover St. 

Phone GL 3-3979 

LOWELL, MASS. 
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Portraits by 

BENRIMO 


Friends together can make 
a little world, warm 
with love and delight, 
and nothing makes so close 
a bond as the gift of a 

Beautiful Portrait 


OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER, ROGERS HALL CLASS OF 1966 


FOR APPOINTMENT CALL STUDIO 
38 CHURCH STREET 
PArkview 9-4232 
WINCHESTER, MASS. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

THE DEWEY FAMILY 


. 

SOLO AT 

McKITTRICK BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing , Heating , Farm Supplies 

60 Fletcher Street LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 

THOMAS F. C0RR00N, LTD. 
Insurance Brokers 

GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK 
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FRIENDLY ICE CREAM SHOP of 

CENTRAL SHOPPING PLAZA 

KEEP ACQUAINTED 

Lowell 

452-8727 

LOWELL 

LITTLETON 

Tel. 458-1281 „ 

Tel. 486-3646 

FRED. (. CHURCH & CO. 


24 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Insurance 


Since 186 5 


Frederic C. Church 

Milton L. Brown, Jr. 

Newell L. Foster 

Edgar J. Sidon 

Branford S. Brennon 

Homer W. Jones, Jr. 

Edward D. Howe, C.P.C.U. 

Joseph P. Randazza 

Kenton P. Wells Howard E. MacDuff, Jr. 

John F. Reilly, Jr. 

Roger R. Foei.ey 

24 Merrimack Street 

Littleton Common 

Lowell, Mass. 

Littleton, Mass. 


Compliments of 


LEFTY'S DRIVE-IN 

600 Rogers St. on Rt. 38 Lowell, Mass. 

452-8375 

Pizza ■ Torpedoes • Hamburgs - Clams - Dogs 

Take Out Service Table Service 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

CONANT'S GROCERY 


// 

YOU CAN DEPEND ON 

CLEANING 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET, LOWELL, MASS. 


Motors - Automatic Transmission 
Brakes 

Compliments of 

BLACKSTOCK GARAGE 

AMERICAN WINDOW 

Experienced Repairing 

CLEANING COMPANY 

Tel. GL 2-4871 


572 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 


BAIN 


PEST CONTROL, INC. 

LOWELL GAS COMPANY 


SERVING COMMUNITY 


AND INDUSTRY 



SPLINTERS 


BON MARCHE 

153 MERRIMACK ST., LOWELL 


COMPLIMENTS OP THE 

HOLIDAY INN 

INTERVALE, NEW HAMPSHIRE 


MT. PLEASANT 
SPRING WATER CO., INC. 

Natural Spring Water 
Bottle Pumps and Stands 
Water Coolers 

Stedman Street LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. 459-9041 


One hundred twenty-five years 
a prescription store 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

Prescription Specialists 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 


H Si p p i n £ 5 s 15 haumq a -for* club liKt 

Kava +o play with. 
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Compliments of 


MATTHEW MILAH 


— Designer and Maker of Fine Jewelry — 


Rm. 317 Washington Bldg. 387 WASHINGTON ST. 

Liberty 2-3117 BOSTON 8, MASS. 




SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


E. A. WILSON CO. 

700 Broadway 

Lowell, Massachusetts 


FUELS 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


BROX’S DAIRIES 


STANLEY C. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


43 Livingston Ave. 
Lowell 


GLenview 2-4482 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO., INC. 

1012 GORHAM ST. TEL. GL 4-7857 


SPLINTERS 



DIAMOND TAXI 

Compliments of 


BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

128 Warren St. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 


Since 1833 

Lowell, Mass. 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


UNITED RESTAURANT EQUIPMENT 


297 CENTRAL ST. 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


BEST WISHES TO THE 
CLASS OF 1966 

TOWERS WAREHOUSES, INC. 

NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Est. 1876 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

HALLDEN MACHINE COMPANY 


OUR BEST WISHES TO A WONDERFUL CLASS 

MR. AND MRS. JAMES HOUHAN 


SPLINTERS 



Bonne Chance. 


LE 5 
FE^nES 
SMA/VTES 


O’CONNOR & HILL HARDWARE 


460 Lawrence Street 


LOWELL, MASS. 


Compliments of 

GAUMONT BROS., INC. 

GENE’S HI GRADE 

“Where Television and Appliances 

ICE CREAM 

are a specialty . . , 
not just a sideline" 


39 Kearney Sq. 


opposite the P.O. 455-5656 


SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 


$ 


• 

PLANTS 

SALES OFFICES 

Baltimore, Md. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Boston, Mass. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

New York, N. Y. 

Chicago, III. 

Hartford, Conn. 

Gainesville, Ga. 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Jacksonville, Texas 

Atlanta, Ga. 

Kendalville, Ind. 

Dallas, Texas 

Allentown, Pa. 

Columbus, Ohio 

Tracy, Cal. 

Des Moines, Iowa 

San Francisco, Cal. 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Stafford Springs, Conn. 

Los Angeles, Cal. 

New Haven, Conn. 

Detroit, Mich. 

Albany, New York 

Syracuse, N. Y. 


SPLINTERS 


BRIGHAM’S CAHDIES 


449 MAPLETON AVE. 15 SOUTH MAIN ST. 

SUFFIELD, CONN. WEST HARTFORD, CONN. 



Compliments of 

PUTNAM & SON 


207 MARKET ST. 


LOWELL, MASS. 


JANE TOOHER 


Sports Clothes, Inc. 

598 COLUMBIA RD. 


DORCHESTER, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of . 


DIAL PRESS, INC. 

750 THIRD AVENUE 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10017 



SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

Town House Motel 



SHWARTZ’ SHOE STORE 

66 Merrimack St. Lowell, Mass. 

Famous Name Shoes 
at popular prices! 

All types of Sport, Dress and 
Evening Shoes. 


W. C. BONNER CO. 

80 Oakland St. Watertown, Mass. 
WA 4-0212 


SPLINTERS 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Harold A. Linstad, Prop. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 


PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


EVERYONE’S FORD DEALER 



MOTOR SALES INC. 


LOWELL 


Compliments of .. . 

DR. WILLIAM R. 
PEPIN, SR. and Son 


Compliments of . . . 

DR. and MRS. 
DAVID LATHAM 


SPLINTERS 



A. A. SMITH & CO., INC. 


Est. 1906 

Authorized Dealers Underwood • Olivetti 
Sales • Services • Rentals 


34 Central Street 


LOWELL, MASS. 


GL 7-7481 


FINEST OF SEA FOOD 
IN SEASON 

“For Your Health’s Sake, Eat 
More Fish” 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 452-3571 461 Lawrence St. 





SPLINTERS 



1 SHERATON 
ROLLING GREEN MOTOR INN 


. GIFT SHOP 

. 100 BEAUTIFUL GUEST ROOMS 
. INDOOR AND OUTDOOR POOLS 

• DINING ROOM FEATURING A 

FRIDAY NIGHT BUFFET 

• COCKTAIL LOUNGE 


TEL. 475-5400 


JCT. 133 and 93, ANDOVER 


4cttA Jo Ccu Ctu£ Mff. 
Jut, 6o fUwayM. P 


Compliments of 


THE STUDENT COUNCIL 



Sales and Service 
Lowell Motor Sales Inc. 


135 Middlesex St. 
Lowell 



Tel. GL 8-6871 




SPLINTERS 



MOTEL 38 


WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

Established. 1872 


Diamond. Merchants and Jewelers 


75 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 



THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 


62 CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Tel. GL 9-9319 


SPLINTERS 




WESTERN LUMBER CO. 


2745 Tidelands Avenue, Post Office Box H 
National City, California 92050 

Phone 474-3341 


DONNA’S FATHER 

Best of luck to CAE Club 1967. 
Keep the CAE spirit and do 
your best, as always! 


SPLINTERS 


BEST WISHES FROM 

BROOKS & CAHOON COMPANY. INC. 

24 EAST STREET CAMBRIDGE, MASS. 


JOSEPH E. STAVELEY 


Plumbing and Heating 
STEAM, GAS & WATER SYSTEMS 


Residence 
Westford Road 
Chelmsford 
Dial 2-3741 


Shop 

490 Chelmsford St. 
Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


Get It At 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph. 

309 ROGERS ST. - LOWELL, MASS. 

Free Delivery Phone GL 4-4831 


ALBERT RICHARDS CO., INC. 



Uerhon’s 


FURNITURE* RUGS 

LOWELL’S LARGEST furniture store for 77 years 





HI . 

Tbou.«ut_ Cuuiul 



CtetLi — 
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THE SPLINTERS STAFF 

wishes to thank the following undergraduates 
for their contributions to the art of this edition : 

Marilyn Avery 

Donna Corroon 

Gayle DeBell 

Melinda Jansen 

We are also grateful to Mr. Jack Perl off for his photography of 
the sculpture by Julie Baker and Melinda Jansen. 
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Splinters 

Rogers Hall School 

Lowe 11, M assacliusetts 
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EDITORIAL 


Ideally, college is a world for mature students, young people who are 
emotionally as well as scholastically mature. They are students who wish to 
devote four more years to the sole purpose of gaining knowledge. 

The student is expected to spend these years in self-development, his 
goal being the fulfillment of his ideals and ambitions. However, the student 
can not benefit fully from these years unless he concerns himself with the 
problems and responsibilities of the world He must learn to project himself 
out of his minute sphere; life’s knowledge cannot be taken wholly from 
books but must be experienced in order to understand thoroughly the 
worth of living. 

Therefore, let us enjoy the many intellectual and social stimuli of 
college life, but let us hope that college will help us to indulge in sophisti- 
cated thoughts and to make concentrated efforts for furthering universal 
progress as well as our own. Since college provides an opportunity for 
acquiring knowledge of self and life, let us make the most of it. 



Miss Hildred Ramsay 
Headmistress of Rogers Hall 


TO THE MEMBERS OF THE SENIOR CLASS 

Do not forget the words of what seemed to be the song of the year 

Climb every mountain, 

Forge every stream, 

Folloiv every rainbow 
Till you find your dream. 


I 





DEDICATION 


Mrs. Worsham, we thank you deeply for the expert guidance you have 
administered to our needy class. We have learned to know you as a marriage 
counselor, a hot-tempered Irishman, Banks’s wife, Hugh’s mother, but most 
of all as our friend and consoler. You have become an integral part of us, 
the very heart of our class; we shall be sad to leave behind your many antics 
and tantrums, but wish to remain in your thoughts by dedicating Splinters 
’66 to you in hopes that you will remember us as the “crazy ones”. 


*ht rffifriecfatiott 





Mrs. George Harris White 


To you, Mrs. White, the Class of 1966 wishes to show our gratitude for the 
spark you have put into our minds, an inspiration which brought us a new appreciation 
for the French language as well as for the country itself. 

We wish you and your new family health and happiness. 


y# /IfcfcrecCatiovi 



Miss Betty J. Nichols 


To you, Miss Nichols, the Class of 1966 wishes to show our gratitude for all the 
meaningful little things you have done for us besides the great help in the achievement 
of our academic goals. We shall miss the conversations (relating to only a remote part 
of history) and the history trip, debates and critiques, because you will no longer be 
with us. 

You have succeeded in understanding us and we thank you for it because without 
this we could not have made it. Best luck and joy for the future. 


All the words that I utter , 

And all the words that l write, 
Must spread out their wings untiring, 
And never rest in their flight — 


William Butler Yeats 


/ 
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MW 


Mrs. Charlotte Knowles Bentley 



BIOLOGY AND CHEMISTRY 

Miss Anne Dorland Pulling 

SPANISH AND FRENCH 


Mrs. Leopold Michel 

DIRECTOR OF STUDIES 


Miss Carol Robinson 

HISTORY, LIBRARIAN, 
ACADEMIC SECRETARY 


Mrs. Edward Latour 

SHORTHAND AND TYPING 


Mrs. Howard Jones 

ALUMNAE SECRETARY 





Miss Dorothy Phelps 

LATIN, FRENCH, 
AND ANCIENT HISTORY 


Miss Doris Alexander 

MATHEMATICS 


Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 

PIANO, GLEE CLUB, 

AND MUSIC APPRECIATION 



Mrs. Louise Whitten Statten 

SECRETARY 


Mrs. Minnie Colpitts, R. N. 
resident nurse 


Mrs. Barbara Calhoun 
financial secretary 




Mrs. A. Selin Mrs. Marjorie Sargent Mrs. A. E. Passmore 

DIETICIAN HOUSEMOTHER HOUSEMOTHER 



Miss Pamela Stuck 


Mr. Harold Mack Miss Ann Nesslage 


french 


MATHEMATICS 


ENGLISH 




Miss Betty Nichols 

HISTORY, CURRENT EVENTS 


Miss Carol Bowes 

PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
PHYSIOLOGY 


Mrs. Carolyn White 

french 


Mrs. Dorothy I. Perloff 

ART AND HISTORY OF ART 

Mrs. Dorothy A. Worsham 

ENGLISH AND DRAMATICS 






Tennis, anyone ? 




Just soak it !! 



Caught ya !! 


And you’re on Council . . . 





Drat those Germs 


Well, flatten yourself! 


How did you know ?! 


I’m a lover, not a fighter 



I am the shadow . . . This should keep them in . . . 



lu the time of your life, live — so that in that good time there shall 
he no ugliness or death for yourself or for any life your life touches. 


William Saroyan 
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SENIORS 


THE SENIOR CLASS 


We must now put to use the lessons we have learned at Rogers Hall 
and remember that out of each day we shall receive no more than we have 
given. With this philosophy we shall not only be content ourselves but 
also bring contentment to the lives of others. 

Banjie Getsinger 



Senior Class Officers 

President Banjie Getsinger 
Vice-President Stormy Pearce 


0 ' H 



JUNE CYNTHIA ALLEN 

7 Old Causeway Road 
Bedford, Massachusetts 

Finch College 


"Though deep , yet clear; though gentle , 
yet not dull . . 


Junebug . 
2:30 A.M. 
. . . trips 


. Hiya Boo . . . lights out at 
. . . NEVER loses her temper 
to Boston . . . Navy . . . 


Air Force . . . West Point . . . Bedford’s 
so-o-o exciting! . . . always eating 
. . . most feminine cigarette smoker!! Junie 
. . . language loathsome . . . N.Y.C. . . . 
dear— dear Rogers Hall. 


KAVA Club 

Founder’s Day Committee 3 

J 

Badminton Team 3 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Spanish Club 4 
Dramatics Club 4 
Dramatics 4 
Water Ballet 3, 4 
Proctor 4 

Volleyball Manager 4 
Commencement Play 4 

j 



JULIE JUSTICE BAKER 
Box #17 

Bernardville, New Jersey 

Centenary College for Women 


juba . . . “a pint of maple-walnut ice cream 
and 50 pieces of bubble gum” . . . mid- 
night phone calls . . . yes sir he’s my baby, 
no sir . . . WELL, maybe . . .? borrower . . . 
if you can find it on the closet floor . . . 
the good Samaritan . . . trips to Andover 
. . . a comforting necessity with a sprite 
. . . “So Near To Me”, STILL, “I just 
don’t care”. 






“On the low-tide beach 
Everything u 7 e stoop 
To pick . . . 

Moves in our fingers” 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Volleyball 3, 4 
Debate Club 3 
Neatness Award 3 
Dramatics 3 

Basketball 3 (2nd Team) 
Softball 3 (2nd Team) 
Splinters Art Editor 4 
French Club 4 
Badminton Team 4 



SUSAN VIRGINIA BARON 

35 East 85th Street 
New York, New York 

Elmira College 


First dream of the year l keep it a dark secret . 
Smiling to myself.” 


Suzie . . . Bar . . . cow eyes . . . the tricks 
of her trade— gained through the keys to 
the KITCHdom . . . “It’s due tomor- 
row !!?*” . . . morning serving . . . sarcas- 
tic .. . particular idealist of masculinity 
. . . Bawk, Bawk. Silent philosopher . . . 
the materialization of the Intellectual Santa 
Claus . . . amen. 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics Club 2, 3, 4 
Octet 3,. 4 

Splinters Literary Board 4 
French Club 3, 4 
Installation 3 
Basketball Manager 4 
Water Ballet (Script) 4 
Basketball 2 (2nd Team) 

Undergraduate Song 2, 3 
Senior Song 4 

Music Appreciation 4 (Honorable Mention) 



REBECCA BARTLETT 

17 Delwood Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Rhode Island School of Design 


Littleton High ... a king-sized Gibson 
. . . RISDE and all the others . . . the 
most dangerous car on the road ... a 
man’s best friend— her pallette and brushes 
. . . thoughts deep inside her quietude . . . 
a day student on time . . . guitar 
serenades . . . 




“Doing easily what others find difficult is talent.” 


KAVA Club 

Hockey 2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team), 4 
Basketball 1 (2nd Team), 2 (2nd Team), 
3 (2nd Team), 4 
Volleyball 3, 4 

Softball 3 (2nd Team), 1, 2,4 
Swimming 2, 3, 4 
Splinters Art Board 4 
Water Ballet Committee 2, 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 (Secretary) 

French Club 3, 4 
Senior Luncheon Committee 2, 3 
Red Cross Swimming Award 3 
R. H. Award 2, 3, 4 
Field Day 1 

Current Events (Honorable Mention) 2 
Honor Roll 2, 4 
Art Award 4 



MARTHA ELLEN BOYCE 

62 Hitchcock Drive 
Westport, Connecticut 

University of Connecticut 


“Enthusiasm is the most convincing orator; it is 
like the functioning of an infallible law of nature. 


I love to smoke . . . Why? Someone took 
it . . . Tell them I’m sick . . . It’s way past 
my bedtime . . . Swear much while mak- 
ing beds?!! Doesn’t the good fairy like paci- 
fiers? . . . Good one . . . Who is this? . . . 
Get out of here . . . 


CAE Club 
Cheerleading 3, 4 
Debate Club 3, 4 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Spanish Club 4 
Octet 4 

Prom Committee 3 
Christmas Chorus 4 
Father’s Day Committee 4 
Basketball 4 (2nd Team Captain) 
Senior Fair (Cooking Chairman) 4 



DONNA CLARK CAHOON 


20 Blodgett Avenue 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 

Vernon Court Junior College 


CONTENTED cow . . . she’s so dear . . . 
F. Porsche . . . Ellie . . . sweetie . . . races 
. . . hi . . . hugs and kisses . . . Hon . . . 
enchanting wink . . . hip talk-Marie . . . 
flashy smile . . . “Are you kidding?” 



m 


. . the only way to have a friend is to he one." 


KAVA Club 

Glee Club 2, 3, 4 

Spanish Club 4 

Ski Club 2, 3, 4 (President) 

Splinters Business Board 4 
Dramatics 4 

Hockey 2 (2nd Team), 3, 4 
Vollevhall 2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team) 
Basketball 2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team) 
Softball 2 (2nd Team), 3,4 
Swimming Team 2, 3, 4 
Tennis Team 4 

Water Ballet Committee Chairman 4 
Neatness Award 3, 4 
R. H. Award 3, 4 



LAURIE LYONS CANEY 



75 Woodbury 
Watertown, Connecticut 

University of Florence 


“Let us laugh, then ; timed to glee 
What a life our life shall he.’’ 


Somewheres . . . Michelle, ma belle . . . 
fights in the A&P . . . Italian with a 
Watertown accent . . . first senior into 
college . . . 21 . . . Pardom? . . . 4-w-d 
. . . loves ' bullfights— especially the 
STEVEadores . . . undergrads to help 
with tapes of rushing waters . . . coordina- 
tion . . . 


CAE Club 
Glee Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
Ski Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
Volleyball 2 (2nd Team) 
Hockey 3 (2nd Team), 4 
Dramatics 2 

Softball 2, 3 (2nd Team) 
Spanish Club 3, 4 
Debate Club 3, 4 



ANNE FRANKLIN COLLINS 


1615 Judson Avenue 
Evanston, Illinois 

Penn Hall Junior College 



Question? . . . How many letters today? 
. . . only 65 days and 65 dollars to go! . . . 
likes mixed-up SAMwiches . . . snowed 
much? . . . No Josh! . . . Hey, Hon— . . . 
Annie Fannie . . . only overdrew $37 . . . 
Me, sleep?!? No, I like him— and him— and 
him . . . 


“Who never tries her wealth 

yy 


away. 


to mass hut gives 



CAE Club 
Glee Club 4 
Basketball 4 
Prom Committee 4 



PATRICIA SCHUYLER DEWEY 

393 North Lakevvay 
Palm Beach, Florida 

Bennett College 


Deep is your longing for the land of your memor- 
ies and the dwelling place of your greater desires. 


A Palm Beach Original . . . Please don’t 
leave, he might come and attack me in the 
middle of the night . . . Poor Jerome . . . 
Oh my! . . . I’m not excited . . . Bright 
colored Pouchi “headrags” . . . I’ve had it 
. . . Freddy . . . Mayonnaise . . . An 
ancient “field” . . . I’m appalled . . . 
Above in French?!? 


KAVA Club 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 2, 3, 4 

Neatness Award 2, 3 

Father’s Dav Committee 3 

French Club 3, 4 

Glee Club 4 

Christmas Chorus 4 

Proctor 3 

Splinters Business Board 4 
Volleyball 3 (Captain), 4 
Basketball 3 
Octet 3, 4 (President) 

Tennis Team 2, 3, 4 
Tennis Cup 4 




MARY ELIZABETH FLETCHER 


67 High Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Lindenwood College 


“Bye now” . . . beloved cigs . . . “What 
do you mean, GYM?” . . . Southern Belle 
. . . professional skipper . . . study?? . . . 
sleeping beauty . . . “HI, there” . . . drive 
much? . . . OH, how I wish I were at 
home.” Gotta get outta here ... 2 more 
minutes to go— “bye now.” I do not speed— 
I drive the limit! Fileher . . . 



“Serene yet strong, majestic yet sedate.’’ 



CAE Club 
Installation 3 
Splinters Business Board 4 
Spanish Cluh 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 



MARGARET WILSON FOSTER 

1 8 1 Shore Road 
Old Greenwich, Connecticut 

The Neighborhood Playhouse 
School of the Theatre 


“Imagination disposes of everything; it creates 
beauty, justice, and happiness, which are every- 
thing in this world.” 


I’m in love with a pineapple upside down 
cake . . . Red roses for a blue Meggin 
. . . excuse me, but did you say that was 
due tomorrow'? . . . Try to remember . . . 
Rushing . . . Her renou'ned w'alls attract 
the gregarious crowds . . . Poor me . . . 
This dreamer cometh . . . 


KAVA Club 

Splinters Literary Board 4 
Octet 3, 4 

Dramatics Club 2, 3, 4 
Swimming Team 2, 3 
Cheerleading 2, 3 
Spanish Club 3, 4 
Student Council 3 
Class President 2 
Commencement Play 2, 3, 4 
Hockey 3 (2nd Team Captain) 

.Softball 2 (2nd Team) 4 
Prom Committee 3 
Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 4 
Katherine Whitten MacGay Literary Prize 4 



ELIZABETH GOODING GETSINGER 

Linkfield Road 
Watertown, Connecticut 

Drew College 

President of Senior Class 



Well? . . . smiles OBER almost everything 
. . . long hair? . . . going home waves . . . 

W.H.O. called last night? . Merwin "Barefoot maid on a country road.” 

. . . ROAR!! ... ice cream sandwiches 
. . . “Little Children” . . . Nance . . . 


CAE Club 
Glee Club 2, 3 
Installation 2, 3 
Softball 3 (2nd Team), 4 
Honor Roll 3 
French Club 4 
Dramatics 2 
Basketball 3, 4 
Volleyball 4 
Student Council 4 
Yollevball 3 (2nd Team) 
Basketball 2 (2nd Team) 
Splinters Literary Board 4 
Neatness Award 4 




I 



Nothing great is ever achieved without en- 
thusiasm.” 


MARIE HARRIS 

1496 Clover Street 
Rochester, New York 

Centenary College for Women 


Would you believe a Ferrari? . . . Miller 
High Life . . . Cornell weekend . . . SAE 
. . . 7 and 7 . . . ES Verdad . . . England 
swins . . . “Hey Cahoon, Let’s rally!” . . . 
J.B.T.R.— You are in good spirits this eve- 
ning . . . Big 3 . . . Need any prompting 
for the spring plays?? . . . What do you 
mean, I’d make a good-looking male?!? 


KAVA Club 
Ski Club 2, 3, 4 
Hockey 3, 4 

Basketball 2 (2nd Team), 3, 4 
Softball 3, 4 (2nd Team) 

Badminton 3 

Cheerleading 2, 3, 4 (Captain) 

Dramatics 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics Club 4 
R. IT Award 3, 4 
Spanish Club 4 
Proctor 4 

Volleyball 3 (2nd Team), 4 
W 7 ater Ballet Committee 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 3, 4 
Parsons Award 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 4 






VIRGINIA MARIE HOLIHAN 

60 Bartlett Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 


Attached to her Fords . . . Rye Beach . . . 
Prom weekend . . . Nassau AWOL . . . 
“Listen girls, I really need the money” . . . 
Obscene bikinis . . . HAMming it up . . . 
Party house . . . Good brew . . . Holihans, 
of course! . . . House on campus— P. A. girl 
. . . thirsty Mustang and driver . . . More 
boys ?!? 



" Nothing ever succeeds which exuberant spirits 
have not helped to produce 


CAE Club 

Hockev 3 (2nd Team), 4 
Volleyball 3 

Softball 2 (2nd Team), 3,4 

Swimming 2 

Cheerleading 2, 3, 4 

Debate Club 3, 4 

Splinters Business Board 4 

Music Appreciation (Llonorable Mention) 4 




JUANITA TICKNER HOPE 

286 Sycamore Avenue 
Shrewsbury, New Jersey 

Centenary College for Women 


"The reward of a thing well done is to have done it. 


Hopeless . . . Why not Prom weekend? 
Exeter’s June Ball . . . Heard from R.P.I. 
More Splinter ads?— hurray . . . GREAT 
. . . inflated D. J. . . . Megs . . . “Listen 
people, Splinters needs more money!” Books 
and more books to study . . . what to do . . . 


KAVA Club 
Glee Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
French Club 3, 4 
Ski Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
Debate Club 2 
Class President 3 

Splinters Business Board Manager 4 
Cheerleading 3, 4 
Student Council 3 
Dramatics 2 

Hockey 1,2 (2nd Team), 3,4 
Volleyball 3, 4 
Basketball 3, 4 

Softball 1,2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team), 4 

Sw imming Team 1, 2, 3, 4 

Water Ballet 1, 2, 3, 4 

Red Cross Swimming Award 1 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 3,4 

Posture Award 4 




LUCINDA BALFOUR KELLER 
2 Stevens Street 

Methuen, Massachusetts 

Vassar College 



Bracelets . . . voice . . . loves the U.S. 
Army . . . pistachios ... ice cream . . . 
and apples . . . The Group . . . feminine 
or not feminine? Debatable . . . Who me, 
late? Krauthead . . . sneakers lost and bor- 
rowed . . . barefoot girl ... so what if 
my car is little— it goes! . . . UN— organized 
class notes. 


". . . to have faith is to have wings.’’ 


CAE Club 
French Club 4 

Debate Club (President) 2, 3, 4 
Installation 2, 3 
Splinters Literary Board 4 
Dramatics 3, 4 
Commencement Play 4 
Basketball 3. 4 (2nd Team) 

Softball 3 (2nd Team), 4 Manager) 

Honor Roll- 2, 4 

Art Appreciation \ward 3 

Current Events Award 2 

Current Events (Elonorable Mention) 4 




“I had a lover’s quarrel with the world.” 


KAVA Club 
French Club 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics Club 3, 4 
Dramatics 1, 2, 3, 4 
Splinters Business Board 4 
Cheerleading 1, 2, 3, 4 
Hockey 2, 3, 4 

Volleyball 2 (2nd Team), 3, 4 

Basketball 1 (2nd Team) 3,4 

Softball 1 (2nd Team), 2 (2nd Team) 3, 4 

Swimming Team 2, 3, 4 

Water Ballet 1, 2, 3, 4 

Water Ballet Committee 2, 3 

Badminton Team 3, 4 

Field Day 1 

Founder’s Day 2 

R. H. Award 2, 3, 4 

Red Cross Award 3 

Athletic Award 4 


KATHLEEN GAIL LATHAM 

38 Boston Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Bradford Junior College 

President of KAVA Club 

Dear CHAN . . . Susie . . . Kava . . . 
sandbox . . , Olive . . . Mack . . . one of 
Worsham’s Bobbsey Twins . . . that blood- 
hound look . . . nose trouble . . . funny 
lookin’ . . . must be Scotch . . . HELP 
. . . combs hair much? Maria a nun? sec- 
ret convert . . . another letter from Chan 
. . . coordination plus . . . Never a bor- 
rower be— except of Susie’s Gelusil . . . 
crunch . . . Rye . . . NAB . . . 



ALYSON WEBB LATTA 

1730 Cloverly Lane 
Rydal, Pennsylvania 

The Juliet Gibson School 



Webb . . . Back in your own cells you 
guys . . . This “Do not Disturb” sign is 
not a joke! . . . The scar on her foot is 
priceless . . . What’s kickin’ chicken? . . . 
I’m not proud . . . One of the Bobbsey 
twins . . . 


Born with the gift of laughter and a sense that the 
world is mad.” 



CAE Club 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Spanish Club 2, 3, 4 
Basketball 2 
Volleyball 3,4 
Proctor 4 
Softball 3,4 



JULIA HORNBROOK MACPHERSON 

4 Woodland Place 
Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

University of Denver 


"Ilow far that little candle throws its beams. 


Those day leaves to Andover . . . “The 
times they are achangin’ ”... Father Bur- 
dick . . . Penn weekend . . . Portsmouth, 
R.l. Bag it . . . extreme vivaciousness . . . 
VW . . . Michigan State . . . Higgins . . . 
Brief engagement . . . who’s getting mar- 
ried?! . . . Fun, fun could I hitch a ride to 
Andover? . Fearsome . . . That 1st 
period climb to infinity. 


CAE Club 
histauration 3 
Dramatics 3, 4 
Ski Club 3, 4 
Tennis 3, 4 
Splinters Art Board 4 
Hockey 4 (Manager) 

Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 4 
Neatness Award 4 
Badminton Team 4 



SUSAN JANE MCGOVERN 

14 Williams Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 

Skidmore College 

First offense— indecent exposure day stu- 
dent privileges . . . McGoosen Molly . . . 
the other Worsham Bobbsey Twin . . . 
Mver . . . not a Scot, an Irishman . . . 
Been to Confession this month? . . . hung 
on Gelusil . . . Hey, Olive . . . Holy Bar- 
racuda . . . Hail Dartmouth . . . Life is 
sad, but . . . look at that little black VIVO' 
just sitting there waiting for me . . . 
MUNG . . . boot-city . . . scuzy-wuzy-do- 
da . . . Rye . . . s’matta? gotta banana in 
ver ear? . . . Listen, Worsham! 




"He is great who is what he is from nature and 
who never reminds us of others." 


KAVA Club 

French Club 3, 4 (President) 

Spanish Club 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics Club 3, 4 
Dramatics 1, 2, 3, 4 

Stage Manager 1 (Commencement), 2. 3, 

4 (Commencement) 

Instauration 1, 2, 3 

Splinters Editor-in-Chief 4 

Day Student Councilor 4 

Hockey 2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team), 

4 (2nd Team) 

Softball 2 (2nd Team), 3 (2nd Team) 

Badminton and Tennis Manager 4 

Field Day 1 

Founder’s Day 2 

Class Day Chairman 3 

Fathers’ Day Committee 4 

I lonor Roll 1 , 2, 3, 4 

Music Appreciation 1 (Honorable Mention^, 2,3 
Music Appreciation Award 4 
Underhill Award 4 
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KATHARINE W. PEARCE 

357 South Main Street 
Cohasset, Massachusetts 

University of Denver 

Vice-President of the 
Senior Class 


Wanting to embrace with open arms all who 
ccnne, a man stands with a lonely smile.” 


Storm . . . bee beep . . . Newport crowd 
. . . good coffee time, blowin’ the jug . . . 
practical advisor for room #18 . . . tiny 
. . . playin’ bop teen mill, mill ... 47 .. . 
little, but packed with dynamite . . . “Hey, 
Meggin” . . . curly top . . . little black 
Sambo . . . 


CAE Club 
Glee Club 2, 3 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Proctor 3, 4 
French Club 4 
Volleyball (Manager) 4 
Basketball 4 (2nd Team) 

Hockey 2, 3, 4 (2nd Team) 

Spanish Club 3, 4 (Vice-President) 
Swimming Manager 3 
Splinters Literary Board 4 
Dramatics 3, 4 
Commencement Play 4 
Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 4 



PAMELA MARIE PROUT 

652 Mountain View Drive 
Lewiston Heights 
Lewiston, New York 

Virginia Intermont 

I don’t know . . . What should I w T ear? 
. . . Honorary R. H. Aw'ard . . . Good 
dates !!!? ... I don’t w 7 ant to go ... 5 
demerits again . . . excuses ... Is it fat- 
tening? . . . 2nd Floor . . . Can’t I be a 
girl this time? . . . Liberty . . . Oh noth- 
ing, forget it . . . Hi . . . French scholar 
. . . Girl or dog? ... I’d like to place a 
collect call to? ... I know my lines! I’ll 
learn them tonight . . . college, anyone? 
I told you before— I know' my lines! 



"You have done it hy being yourself; perl 
is what being a friend weans , after all.” 



KAVA Club 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Debate Club 

Senior Luncheon Committee 2 
I lospital Volunteer 2 
French Club 4 

Dramatics Club (Vice-President) 4 
Dramatics 2, 3, 4 

Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 3,4 

Water Ballet (Script) 3, 4 

Splinters Photography 4 

Commencement Play 2, 3, 4 

Art Appreciation Award 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 


<s that 


NANCY ANN RICHARDSON 



1 1 927 Longleaf Road 
Sandalwood 
Houston, Texas 

University of Texas 

Vice-President of 
CAE Club 


For in the dew of little things the heart finds its 
morning and is refreshed.” 


Mud-puddles . . . windblown . . . 
ROAR !! PB&J's “Gee I AM just about ten 
feet tall” . . . N.A.R. . . . There goes a 
Connecticut license plate! . . . This little 
bird . . . Murph . . . Don’t be GARish! 


CAE Club 
Basketball 3, 4 
Glee Club 3 
Volleyball 3, 4 
Softball 3, 4 
Student Council 4 
French Club 4 
Swimming 2, 3, 4 
Water Ballet 3, 4 
Debate Club 3 

Senior Lifesaving and Water Safety 3 

Hockey 4 

R. H. Award 3, 4 

Current Events Award 4 




JUSTINE AUERT ROGERS 

66 Milton Road 
Rye, New York 

Briarcliff College 


’Tine . . . Spanish Club has some really 
fun games for you to play . . . Look like 
cheerleaders, you guys . . . If I go to this 
weekend I won’t be able to go to that one 
. . . Sundial . . . P.J. . . . Rye High 
. . . a second home— Andover ... But I 
like to talk! . . . What about my profile 
and my legs?!? Bacarruda-Bacarruda! 





H 


Man has his will hut woman has her way.” 


CAE Club 

R. H. Award 2, 3, 4 

Glee Club 2, 3 

Volleyball 2, 3, 4 

Swimming 2, 3 

Water Ballet 2 

Debate Club 2, 3, 4 

Spanish Club 3, 4 (President) 

Tennis Team 3 (Cup), 4 

Instauration 3 

Splinters Business Board 4 

Dramatics 2, 3, 4 

Honor Roll 2, 4 

Basketball 2, 3, 4 

Softball 2, 3, 4 

French Club 3, 4 

Cheerleading 2, 3, 4 (Captain) 

Senior Lifesaving and Water Safety 3 
Current Events Award 3 
Commencement Play 4 
Dramatics Award 4 
Badminton Team 3, 4 
Badminton Cup 4 

Current Events (Honorable Mention) 4 



“Blue evening, sea . . . 
From Spring islands 
Near and far 
New lights are shining ” 


CAE Club 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Spanish Club 3 
Cheerleading 4 
Water Ballet 2, 3 
Volleyball 3 
Octet 3, 4 

Basketball Manager 4 
Dramatics 3 



ELLEN ELIZABETH SMITH 

20 Outlook Avenue 
West I lartforcl, Connecticut 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 


Its about the physiology . . . The other 
Bobbsey tw in . . . Spoon-fed ... Its been 
a pitch of a year . . . Clara? . . . pessimis- 
tic .. . It’s been REAL . . . pappagallos. 
. . . Ducky. 





MARTHA SNYDER 

Princes Point 
Yarmouth, Maine 

Endicott Junior College 


Oh! a piano!! . . . knitting . . . “Senior 
fair sewing committee, Friday is THE 
deadline” . . . horses . . . love letters from 
the dark . . . never had a good date at one 
dance! . . . New England College . . . off 
again! 



“Let thy music drof here unaware , 

In folds of golden fullness at my door.’’ 



CAE Cluh 

Hockey 2, 3, 4 (2nd Team) 

Swimming 2, 3, 4 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Softball 3 (2nd Team) 

Softball 4 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Spanish Club 2, 3, 4 
Dramatics 3, 4 
Proctor 4 

Commencement Play 3, 4 
R. H. Award 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 4 


SUSANNE MYRA STRENZ 



Spy Rock Hill 
Manchester, Massachusetts 

Vermont Junior College 

Vice-President of KAVA Club 


“All the xvorld’s a stage.” 


Another frumpy part in the play? Hey, 
Lady . . . smile . . . Talk much?!? . . . 
Mrs. Worsham, he’s German! . . . Art gal- 
lery trips are such fun! ... I know my 
lines— but the cues? 


KAVA Club 
Water Ballet 3, 4 

Senior Lifesaving and Water Safety 3 
Spanish Club 4 
Debate Club 4 
Splinters Photography 4 
Dramatics 3, 4 

Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 3, 4 

Commencement Play 3, 4 



ANDREA SWETT 

5 Wolcott Terrace 
Winchester, Massachusetts 

Green Mountain Junior College 

President of CAE Club 



Andi . . . male-mail . . . school weekends 
. . . MacDonald’s . . . Junior year-Senior 
Suite **?* animals . . . Oh, come on . . . 
Ralphie Rabbit . . . Watch that gun . . . 


“Great losers look on and smile 
Great winners look on and smile.” 



CAE Club 
Glee Club 2, 3, 4 
Field Hockey 1, 2, 3, 4 
Basketball 1, 2, 3, 4 
Volleyball 1, 2, 3, 4 
Ski Club 1, 2, 3, 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Softball 2, 3, 4 
French Club 3 
Cheerleader 3, 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 3 
Proctor 3 

Swimming Team 4 
Athletic Award 4 
R. H. Award 2, 3, 4 
Tennis Team 3, 4 
Badminton Team 4 


. -WaSi. 



BARBARA CLEMENS TRIMBLE 

931 Crestmont Road 
Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

President of the Student Council 


'More able to endure, 

As more exposed to suffering and distress ; 
Thence also, more alive to tenderness. 


You oo-gly marshmellow . . . kept the in- 
firmary in business . . . had everything 
including RICKetts . . . loves sweet Timo- 
thy and roses . . . How many dances this 
year? . . . Just don’t get caught . . . ever 
play softball?? . . . plane fare fly much?!? 


KAVA Club 
R. H. Award 2 
Hockey 2, 3, 4 
Basketball 2 
French Club 3 
Neatness Award 2 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
Class Vice-President 3 
Helen Hill Award 4 
Honorary R. H. Award 4 



CAROL ELIZABETH UPTON 

67 Academy Hill 
Watertown, Connecticut 

Penn Hall Junior College 


HORSES . . . hoRses . . . horseS . . . 
“Oh my Goshhhh” . . . Sam (the Horse) 
. . . David III . . . “That’s all right.” Hey, 
roommate! I’ve got to get some sleep! 


. . . thy voice did weave 

Songs consecrate to truth and liberty 


CAE Club 
Hockey 3, 4 
Glee Club 3, 4 
Water Ballet 4 
Spanish Club 4 
Basketball 4 

Swimming I earn Manager 4 

O O 




REBECCA ARINEE UPTON 



637 Pennsylvania Avenue 
Oak Ridge, Tennessee 

Adelphi College 


Hitch your wagon to a star— 

But keep your feet on the ground. 


Come on people . . . That laugh . . . 
heard round the world . . . Tennessee 
twang . . . organized . . . The Rise and 
Fall of the First Telephone Booth . . . Per- 
petual lender . . . Has anyone seen that 
page from Splinters' ?!? Listen, I need . . . 
twitter . . . Lawrence— where’s that; 1 . . . 


CAE Club 

Glee Club 2, 3, 4 (President) 

Debate Club 2, 3, 4 
French Club 3, 4 
Dramatics 2, 3, 4 
Hockey 2, 3, 4 
Basketball 3, 4 
Softball Manager 4 
Swimming 2 
Water Ballet 2, 3, 4 
Instauration 2, 3 
Splinters Literary Board 4 
Proctor 4 

Dramatics (Honorable Mention) 4 
Commencement Play 4 
Neatness Award 4 

Music Appreciation (Honorable Mention) 4 





CALENDAR 1965-1966 

The gate swung open on that lovely Wednesday, September 22, 1965, and the class of '66 
was officially welcomed amid shrieks of laughter and bear hugs. Comfortably settled in the back 
of the study hall, we cheered on our new class officers, Banjie Getsinger and Julie Macpherson, 
in whom we placed much trust and confidence. Although we missed the famous Singing Beach 
trip because of rain, we finally sang our song at the school dinner on September 25 and beat out 
the rhythm on the ceiling at MacGay. At last we were the GRAND OLD SENIORS! 

Initiation came as a big surprise on October 4; we enjoyed thoroughly messing up the new 
girls and preparing them for CAE and KAVA. The new member of our class, Anne Collins, made 
things more exciting when she appeared covered from head to toe with ivory snow and mud. 
Many interesting things happened from races across the lawn to baths in spaghetti. It was a most 
eventful day. 





On October 9, Rogers Hall attended the first dance of the 
school year at Groton Academy. The seniors had a glorious day 
on October 15, when Mr. Benrimo came to take their pictures for 
the yearbook. How unusual it was to see the seniors with curled 
hair and make-up on during the middle of the week! The second 
dance of the year was at Andover on October 16, with the boys of 
Stimson Dorm. On October 27, the seniors piled into a luxurious 
big bus and headed for Boston to walk the Freedom Trail. 
WHEW! What a day! October 29 brought weird monsters to 
R. H. for the Installation s Halloween party. Everyone was in 
peak spirits for the Exeter dance on the following evening. The 
evening was complete after Julie Macpherson joined the Exeter 
Jug Band with a solo on the kazoo. Good work Jules! 

With November’s cold weather, came another social event 
with the Abbot Stevens dance at Andover. Blackout— a word held 
little meaning for us became reality on the night of November 6, 
when all the lights went out. What a Night!! The long awaited 
day finally arrived when CAE and KAVA clashed on the hockey 
field. Once again the spirit was at bursting point and it lasted 
through the lovely banquet which followed the games on 
November 10. 





The seniors had quite a shock on Friday evening, December 
3, when they were dragged from their rooms by very fierce looking 
juniors and hauled down the stairs to the basement of MacGay 
for a beautiful cake to wish them good luck on their S.ATYs. 
The dreaded day of S.A.T.’s had finally arrived when the seniors’ 
fates were permanently decided. After a long day of tests, they 
hurriedly dressed in long gowns for the Andover Glee Club dance, 
and the usual cries could be heard once again after the dance, 
“I’m so snowed!” 

The long week before December 10 was filled with surprises 
and secrets as the French and Spanish Clubs prepared for an 
evening of entertainment. With Kathy Pearce as Santa, some 
Spanish skits, and a French chorus line, the evening was a lot 
of fun. On December 12, the seniors really became seniors when 
they received their rings. Following the ceremony the corridors 
of R. H. rang with Christmas cheer as the Christmas parties got 
in full swing. Before the undergrads were asleep, the seniors 
serenaded them with Christmas Carols as the snow fell from the 
sky. 

Volleyball season added more excitement before the mid-year 
grind hit, and on January 19, the first team game brought a close 
victory to CAE. With mid-years the seniors found another op- 
portunity to entertain the undergrads, and an evening of fun 
brought a welcome relief to the tension of the week. 






I 

We arrived back from an extra long mid-year weekend (a 
day longer because of snow) on January 28. On February 5, the 
freshmen and sophomores went to Andover for a dance which 
enjoyed favorable report. The Governor Dummer dance with the 
Glee Club here at Rogers Hall was a very successful one, and 
the Glee Club enjoyed singing with them on February 11. The 
epidemic hit Rogers Hall on Valentine’s Day and classes were 
scarcely worth having. The novelty soon vanished, however, and 
after a few miserable days in bed, the majority of the school re- 
turned to the routine. The Tilton dance marked our main social 
event for March and the familiar old question of “When can we 
have another dance with Tilton?” was heard once again! 






Spring term was one glorious blur of activities and fun. 
With the coming of Easter, the juniors surprised us all with a 
Peter Rabbit breakfast treat. On April 13, Mrs. Worsham, better 
known to all as “ducky”, surprised the Splinters staff with an 
afternoon tea at her home. The basketball games were played in 
the week before Father's Day and afterwards, in place of the 
usual basketball banquet, CAE and KAVA held a dinner in 
MacGay. 

Father's Day was as usual a great success with the theme 
of the Sound of Music . After a wonderful afternoon filled with 
the water ballet and a softball game, the fathers and daughters 
returned to the school for the evening dance and entertainment 
given this year by each class. 

May 7 brought the Founder's Day celebration. The seniors 
held their annual fair, the Glee Club entertained with a song and 
recording of one of the year's concerts, and the Dramatics depart- 
ment presented a scene from Ah Wilderness . One number 
from the Water Ballet finished the day's entertainment. 

Prom on May 21 brought the year's social season to a 
glorious close. On May 23 and 24 the softball games were played 
and they brought welcome relief to the tension of review week 
before exams. On May 26, the athletic season closed with the 
Swimming meet, and we all began to prepare ourselves for the 
coming week of exams. 






On June 2, we all spent a gleeful evening at the annual 
CAE-KAVA supper in MacGay. Friday morning the school com- 
peted in that spelling bee when many of the seniors found that 
they weren’t as smart as they had thought. At the end of the day, 
the seniors looked down at the faces of their undergrads and 
sang good-bye as they threw bouquets of spring flowers to them. 
After the tears had been shed, everyone met in the study hall for 
movies of past fun at R. H. 

Saturday's picnic at Singing Beach was a broiling success 
and many returned to school with beautiful cases of sunburn only 
to be faced by the critical eyes of Mrs. Colpitts . . . AND, Mrs. 
Worsham! The Sunday Baccalaureate Service at All Souls Church 
was followed by the afternoon Glee Club Musicale, and the first 
of next year's officers were announced. We all piled into the 
little yellow school buses for the last time of this year and headed 
for the various class parties. 

The senior luncheon on Monday morning was fun for all as 
the seniors read the verses that the undergrads had written for 
them. The Class Day festivities and announcements of officers 
brought a last moment of club spirit before we all said good-bye. 
The Commencement play that evening was a roaring success after 
many threats and oaths from Mrs. Worsham. 

That morning 'dawned bright and clear as the seniors lined 
up on the walk outside the gym. In their long white dresses with 
bouquets of red roses, they slowly walked down the aisle smiling 
at their favorite undergrads. Now . . . good-bye to all, class of 
'66, and undergrads; and don’t forget that at the end of the storm 
is a golden sky, and you’ll never walk alone. 

R.A.U. ’66 



PROPHECY 


As I headed for the San Francisco bus terminal my thoughts turned hopefully 
to the prospect of meeting some of my old friends from Rogers Hall. It seemed reason- 
able that I might since all were invited to take the cross country bus trip that I was 
now embarking upon. 

My thoughts wandered back to the day that I received my letter from our 
senior class correspondent, Kathy Latham. She told me in her usual calm manner of 
the proposed trip and reunion. What a wonderful occasion it would be not only to 
see each other, but also to see once again our faithful bus drivers. They had all 
retired from “Blanchard’s Charter Service” and formed a barbershop quartet in 
San Francisco. It seems that our melodious chanting of “2, 4, 6, 8, who do we 
appreciate?” and “Where, or where are the grand old seniors . . .?” had been haunting 
them since 1966. They wanted us to join them in forming a chorus and travel back 
to Lowell by bus using the profits of our talent to establish a monorail between Rogers 
Hall and Andover. In .this year, 1975, all the Rogers Hall girls were forced to forfeit 
Andover dances and the Celebrity Series due to lack of transportation. 

I was so involved in my own thoughts that the voice of the police woman on 
the comer startled me. Hadn’t I heard it somewhere before? Of course, it was Alyson 
Latta in her crisp blue uniform, as thin as a rail . . . but who was that man she was 
talking to? “Well, Speedy,” he said, “I’ll see you tonight at the usual place.” It 
seems that contrary to her previous beliefs she could not give up her gay life to 
marry a local DEAN of boys, and she was still enjoying freedom to the fullest. 

I ran over to see Alyson, but she was suddenly engaged in a huge traffic tie-up. 
She was speaking in sign language to someone across the street and the motorists had 
mistaken her signals. Who could be responsible for this? My attention was instantly 
caught by the other pair of wildly flashing hands. They were very tanned and seemed 
to be telling a story. Suddenly I understood and had to choke back a laugh. It was 
Patty Dewey still trying to describe a spiral staircase without using her hands, and 
still unsuccessful. Her attention was now focused on her old Rogers Hall roommate 
Julie Baker, who had joined her. Julie had just returned from her latest one woman 
show, the theme of which was Men I have Loved. 

Julie, Patty, and I decided to stop off at the penthouse of our old friend Tine 
Rogers to inquire whether or not she was joining us. Tine, having given up her 
Greek god cult,, was now a famous Hollywood actress; of course, she maintained a 
penthouse in San Francisco to get away from it all. Our only fear was that Tine might 
be on location at one of the man}' New England boys’ prep schools being used in her 
current movie, The Sundial. We knocked on her door, but after several minutes with 
no answer, we looked in her mailbox to see if she had left a note. No, the only thing 
there was a statement saying that her poetic license had expired, so we headed for the 
bus terminal. 

We knew that Martha Snyder was in California visiting her sister but it 
wasn’t until we reached the bus terminal that we realized she would be coming back 
with us. Marcie Boyce, the famous model, was also with us and, as she waited for 
departure, she combined business with pleasure by modeling the latest decollete bath- 
ing suit for an admiring crowd. Martha Snyder’s voice was clearly heard above the rest 
proclaiming, “We certainly don’t have those in Maine!!” Finally we loaded our bus 
and got underway. 

We decided that our next stop should be in Houston to get Nancy Richardson 
and her guest and former Rogers Hall roommate, Laurie Caney. Many days and 
small concerts later we found ourselves at Nancy’s. Nancy wasn’t home at the time, 
but I found Laurie upstairs playing taped “oldies but goodies ”. Her favorite was still 
her own 1966 recording of “Swirling Waters”. It brought tears to my eyes as it 


PROPHECY 


recalled to mind the many times I had heard its tinkling melody in the upstairs hall 
of MacGay in the wee, wee hours of the morning. 

Nancy’s mother gave us directions to the neighboring beach where Nancy 
was teaching swimming to the little children of Houston who all looked up to her. 
We found Nancy perched on a waterlogged tree stump which had been washed up 
by the tide, her flaming red hair blowing in the wind. The swimming lesson was 
over and Nancy invited us back to her house for lunch which turned out, surprisingly 
enough, to be Texas-size peanutbutter and jelly sandwiches. Even Nancy could only 
manage to eat one sandwich. Poor Polly Fletcher, our dieter, was pleasantly satisfied 
after eating a small corner of the sandwich, and decided to skip the next course. 
After lunch we resumed our trip by heading towards Chicago for Anne Collins. When 
we finally located Anne we were amused to find her still in the kitchen of her 
father’s restaurant washing pile upon pile of dishes in an attempt to make the final 
payment on her Rogers Hall phone bill. 

While we were staying at Anne’s house the one sad part of our trip occurred. 
Lee Smith, who was visiting Anne, left one morning for the shopping district of 
Chicago to get a special pair of pink shoes. She was last seen in the Papagallo Shop. 
After completely exhausting twenty salesmen Lee was offered the privilege of search- 
ing the stock room herself, and she was never seen again. We have great hopes 
though, for the night watchman swears he hears periodic exclamations in the dead 
of night of “I like the color, but it’s not Quite what I want.” We left our itinerary with 
Mrs. Collins in case Lee emerged and wanted to locate us, and we headed for Grosse 
Point where we picked up Julie Macpherson. She first checked her jumbled engage^ 
ment calendar and left a note for the milkman, or some man at any rate. 

We then went to upper New York State where we had arranged a general 
meeting point for girls in that area. As we cruised along the highway we noticed a 
police car pulled to the side of the road. The officer was writing a ticket for a woman, 
none other than Sue McGovern, in a little black Volvo. Who was the distraught 
brunette in the other seat? Of course, it was Ginny Holihan. We stopped to talk to 
them as the police car drove away. “C’est la vie” Susan was saying as she climbed 
back into the black ball of fire. Then she noticed the observing busload, and both 
girls rushed eagerly to meet us. It seems that Susan was driving to meet us when 
she saw Ginny hitch-hiking along the road. Ginny’s red Mustang had died of a broken 
heart, for it missed the wide open spaces of Colorado. Ginny had to hitch-hike until 
she was picked up by her old fellow day-student . . . Shades of Route 93. The 
ticket was self-explanatory as most of us had ridden with Sue at one time or another. 

Susan told us of the day-student activities since we graduated. We were sorry to 
learn that Becky Bartlett would not be with us, as the present senior class at Rogers 
Hall had hired her to return and do portraits for their Senior Fair. Her portraits, 
which in 1966 sold for $1.50, were now worth hundreds of dollars due to her fame,, 
although she greatly reduced prices for the Rogers Hall girls whose money problems 
were still acute. As we stood making arrangements with Susan we heard in the dis- 
tance a faint but rapidly growing cloppity-clop which thundered up to us and ended 
abruptly with an imperative “WHOA!” There was Carol Upton, the now famous 
equestrienne who was attending our reunion in her most accustomed manner. Always 
a light traveller she had all her clothes neatly packed in the handy saddlebag. Susan 
and Carol then left us by their varied means and agreed to meet us later. As we 
started up the bus a white Porsche flashed by driven by Donna Cahoon and her 
co-pilot Marie Harris, who had been forced to wear a bathing cap while racing 
as her lengthy locks reduced their speed by 10 mph. After a short distance neck-to- 
neck or neck-to-hubcap with Carol, both horse and Porsche turned a comer and were 


PROPHECY 


lost from our sight. Luckily .Susanne Strenz had her German-made camera and was 
on hand to snap the photo finish. We were all anxious to know the result, but we 
had to wait until we found a German camera shop, next to a German restaurant 
where Strenz could indulge her German taste. 

Upon reaching New York City the first person we ran across was Cindy 
Keller who happened to be in town with the Vassar Debate Club which was now 
world famous. Cindy’s smashing Rogers Hall debate on femininity was much admired 
by an old classmate, Wendy Hope. Wendy’s job as Splinters business manager gave 
her the necessary experience and she was now Cindy’s publicity manager. 

Sue Baron and Kathy Pearce, who had run into one another, now came to 
meet us. Sue, having found the “key” to success, was now the owner of a well-known 
company which brewed and bottled a special potion that worked miracles on naturally 
curly hair. Their motto was “In our biz there’s never a frizz.” Kathy, besides being 
one of Sue’s regular customers, was a member of a relatively-unknown-but-happy-that- 
way jug band, and her only concession to conformity was that she straightened her 
curly locks. 

Meg Foster appeared after we had been in town for a short while but was 
immediately summoned to the telephone. She left word that she would meet us back 
at Rogers Hall, for she had to attend the opening off Off-Broadway of her series of 
playlets, the first of which had appeared in Splinters '66. 

The trip to Rogers Hall took several days, and we made scattered stops to 
sing. Our monorail fund was rising, and by the time we got back to Rogers Hall the 
financial aspect of the trip had worked out perfectly. We even had ten cents left over to 
send a postcard to Barbie Trimble who couldn’t leave her clinic long enough to come 
visit us. Barbie had opened her own clinic which promised speedy recovery to all 
those suffering from any type of leg ailment. She believed in the open-air policy and 
bad even the most critical cases healed and ready for the playing field within twenty 
four hours. 


Back at Rogers Hall we were delighted to see our old friend Pam Prout, 
whose excellent achievements and ample praise in the field of gymnastics at Rogers 
Hall had given her confidence to pursue her dream. She was now the resident gym 
teacher (Miss Bowes being so familiar with the score that she had shipped out to 
better things). Watching Pam conduct a hockey game we were surprised to find that; 
most of the girls were barefoot, chewing gum, and dressed in any manner that suited 
their fancy. Pam’s desire for freedom of expression was evident in her job. Andi Swett 
stood at the end of the field cheering on her athletic off-spring, Rosie Rabbit and 
Ruthie Rabbit. If the middle names seem a bit strange, be thankful. Andi wanted 
to use Oogly and Marshmallow, but her husband put his foot down. Becky Upton, 
just in from the old plantation where phone booths are still unheard of, took up her 
rusty baton to lead us in song. 

Of course Banjie Getsinger and her faithful spouse, who is in the egg business, 
met us at Rogers Hall and donated to the cause a huge number of pennies taken from 
their own private wishing well. Our glorious trip ended with a report from June 
Allen, still a stylish Lowell secretary. June informed us that our dream had been 
achieved, and the monorail would make its initial trip to the Celebrity Series the 
following Friday night. The Class of ’66 joined with our old bus drivers in a wild 
enthusiastic cheer for our success. The present Rogers Hall girls just smiled quietly 
in the background. They were so excited about the four hour violin concert they had 
to look forward to, thanks to our monorail, that they could hardly restrain their tears. 


Banjie Getsinger 


CLASS WILL 


We leave Miss Alexander to infinity 

We leave Mrs. Bentley a comfortable pair of space shoes. 

We leave Miss Bowes knowing the SCORE. 

We leave Mrs. Calhoun a moment of silence. 

We leave Mrs. Colpitts an all-purpose soaking pan. 

We leave Mrs. Jones thirtv-one names to add to her mailing list. 

We leave Mrs. Latour all bank holidays. 

We leave Miss LeButt Coming Through The Rye in the hack of Miss Phelps Car. 
We leave Mr. Mack orbiting around his geometrv class. 

We leave Manuel and Bill a chauffeur-driven lawn mower. 

We leave Mrs. Michel the senior class publication of How To Get Into College 
Without Really Trying. 

We leave Miss Nesslage no more Hard Times though “Birnam Wood be come to 
Dunsinane”. 

We leave Miss Nichols her privacy and a vear’s supply of free weekends. 

We leave Mrs. Passmore still brewing about the stones in the flower garden. 

t> O 

We leave Mrs. Perloff a burglar alarm system. 

We leave Miss Phelps a Dean Martin sweatshirt for cold days on the golf course. 
We leave Miss Pulling pleasantly satisfied. 

We leave Miss Ramsay the address and phone number of the intellectual Santa Claus. 

We leave Miss Robinson a direct line to the White House hoping she hasn’t missed 
her call. 

We leave Mrs. Sargent a tambourine to call corridor meetings. 

We leave Mrs. Selin the opening date of the diet season. 

We leave Mrs. Staten a daily luncheon of lobster salad. 

We leave Miss Stuck to Mr. Ed. 

We leave Mrs. White a copy of Dr. Spock. 

We leave Mrs. Worsham batting on a stickv wicket. 

June Allen leaves Pulling stockings behind her. 

Julie Baker leaves the phone only for a jaunt . . . 

Sue Baron leaves the old key to the kingdom to Hillary Barton. 


CLASS WILL 


Becky Bartlett leaves her discarded college acceptances to the junior class. 

Martha Boyce leaves her hope chest to Sandv Shipton. 

Donna Cahoon leaves for the race on Route 66. 

Laurie Canev leaves to open Mordenti’s Pizzaria in the Roman Forum. 

Ann Collins leaves for Where the Boys Are . . . 

Pat Dewey leaves her wardrobe, head rags and all, to Worsham’s costume room. 

Polly Fletcher leaves the gym floor for the first time. 

Meg Foster leaves Rushing for her serene summer on the Rocks. 

Banjie Getsinger leaves . . .Well WHO knows? 

Marie Harris leaves with no prompting. 

Ginny Holihan leaves riding a black horse to the banks of Lake Cochituate. 

Wendy Hope leaves her deflated D.J. to Exeter. 

Cindy Keller leaves study hall munching, crunching, and jingling. 

Kathy Latham leaves our senior class glorious memories of Nabnasset. 

Alvson Latta leaves to be restricted bv the Dean of Philly’s Admission. 

Julie Macpherson leaves her entourage of prep school boys to Amy Whitehead. 

Sue McGovern leaves her Rye speed ticket to Banks. 

Kathy Pearce leaves in the tank for Bird’s in Newport. 

Pam Prout leaves her like-new gym outfit to Louise Godden. 

Nanev Richardson leaves her scales to Marilyn Averv and her P.B.J.’s to Doris Bell. 

Tine Rogers leaves her poetic license to Cathy Cowles. 

Lee Smith leaves to entertain her boys at the LI.S.O. 

Martha Snyder leaves for down Maine with a new Lust for Life. 

Susanne Strenz leaves her Connecticut gas ticket to the next perpetrator of the 
perfect crime. 

Andi Swett leaves her cool MacDonald snacks to Debbv Wilson. 

Barbie Trimble leaves for the last time waving her stocks in Northeast Airlines. 

Carol Upton leaves galloping. 

Becky Upton leaves to record Shake A Baby Shake, Shake, Shake. 


Stormy Pearce and The Staff 


SENIOR SONG 

Undergrads we leave you now 
Graduation’s drawing near. 

We will not forget 
The friends we’ve made 
Throughout the passing years. 

Little sisters w ? e’ll remain 
close to you though miles apart. 
Things that you have done 
To help us through 
Will stay with us always. 

We are sad to say good-bye 
To the ones who mean so much. 

Your spirit and your thoughts, 

Your friendships true, 

Your guiding light 
to see us through. 

Little sisters — 

Seniors now must say good-bye. 

Susan Baron, ’66 


Tune : Where is Love 
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Junior Class Officers 
President Gretchen Valade 
Vice-President Challis Walker 



Freshman Class Officers 
President Betty Hall 
Vice-President Debbie Zinn 


Sophomore Class Officers 
President Amy Wilson 
Vice-President Tina Wright 





Junior Class 

hirst Roiv: Lovejoy, P. Allen, Feather, Briggs, Shipton, Morgan, Whitehead, Barton, D. Bell, D. Wilson, Fisher, Cowles. 

Second Rote: Chigas, Crocker, Rowley, Godden, Deshler, Jansen, E. Fletcher, Pryor, Walker (Vice-President), Valade (President), 
DeBell, Corroon, Gale, S. Hall, Kendall, M. Baker, Welch, Sullivan. 
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Freshman Class 

First Row. N. Plimpton, Spring, E. Hall (President), Zinn (Vice-President), Alvarez, Roehm. 
Second Row : S. Ellington, Tighe, S. Clough, P. Bell, Gadd, Neal, Poliak, (L. Clough, Brox, absent). 
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E atiri is the greatest 


Let’s take 


it 


home instead. 



Jolly outing, isn’t it? 



Wanna Fight? 


I’m insecure 






t 



Roar 


Starring— The Dolly Sisters 


James, James, hold the line 
steady !! 



You think I’m kiddin hut I’m not— Bye! 


We shall overcome. 






I really don’t think the Rembrandt is good We make do without the boys, 

enough l 


l 



Come again? 


I’m bea-u-tifirf 
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Here on earth everything works — the grain of sand , the oaks, the clouds — 
works and incessantly changes, 'passing from one form to another, for nothing 
dies as a fact. The earth tolerates no dead heats; it keeps everything busy. 

Helen Hayes 
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ORGANIZATIONS 







GOVERNMENT 



Student Council 

Seated: Miss Ramsay, Trimble (President). 
Standing: Fisher, McGovern, Valade, Getsinger, Richardson. 



Student Proctors 
Front: Miss Ramsay, Trimble, Upton. 

Standing: Crocker, Fuller, Walker, J. Allen, Latta, Snyder, A. Wilson, Flarris, 
Corroon, Wright, P. Allen, Pearce, Deshler. 







PUBLICATIONS 



Splinters 

First Row: Wendy Hope (Business Manager), Susan McGovern (Editor-in-Chief), 
Julie Baker (Art Editor). 

Second Row: Pearce, R. Upton. 

Third Row: Getsinger, Macpherson, Keller, Bartlett. 

Fourth Row: Latham, Rogers, Dewey, Fletcher, Cahoon, Strenz, Foster, Prout, Baron. 





f \ 
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Little Instauration 

Front Row: Feather, Chigas, P. Allen (Editor), Cowles, DeBlois. 

Second Row: Crocker, Leoff, Jansen, Wickwire, Beers, Gale, Wright, Semple, N. 
Smith, Golding. 


MUSIC 



Glee Club 

Front: Hope, Kendall, J. Allen, Bullock, Caney, Lovejoy, DeBlois, Valade (Vice-Presi- 
dent), Miss LeButt, R. Upton (President), P. Allen, Chigas, Gale, Jansen, Neal, 
Latham, Godden. 

Second Row: A. Wilson, Macpherson, Wright, Feather, Crocker. 

Third Row: Collins, J. Baker, Poliak, Rowley, Roehm. 

Fourth Row: Fuller, Dewey, E. Hall, Norton, Cahoon. 

Fifth Row: Prout, M. Fletcher, C. Upton, E. Fletcher, Brennan, Beers, Avery, Corroon, 
Kirchmaier, Swett, Snyder, Bacon, Winter, M. Baker, S. Hall, Baron, Cowles. 






The R. H. Negatives 


Dewey (Leader), Jansen, Smith, Foster, Cahoon, Valade, Boyce, 


Baron 



But we’re at Carnegie Hall that night. 



Let’s all sing like the birdies sing. 







Spanish Club 


First Row: Valade, Smith, Latta, Rogers (President), Miss Pulling, Pearce (Vice- 
President), McGovern, Feather, Chigas. 

Second Row: Boyce, C. Upton, P. Fletcher, Golding, Foster, Snyder, Harris, Caney, 
Strenz, Alvarez, Jansen, Cahoon, Allen, Godden. 



French Club 

First Row: Dewey, Golding (Vice-President), Mrs. White, McGovern (President), 
Bartlett, Downey. 

Second Row: Chigas, Rowley, Cowles, Hope, Baron, Pryor, Prout, Richardson, 
R. Upton, Getsinger, Baker, E. Fletcher, Deshler, Sullivan. 

Third Row: Keller, Latham, Rogers, Pearce. 






Ski Club 


Front: E. Hall, Crocker, Wright, P. Bell, Macpherson, Sullivan, Rowley, Hope. 

Back: D. Bell, Avery, Pryor, M. Baker, Bacon, Harris, Shipton (Vice-President), 
Cahoon (President), Caney, Samson, Neal, Brennan, Swett, Gadd, N. Smith. 



Debate Club 


First Rorv: Latham, McGovern, Keller (President), Bartlett, Trimble, Smith. 
Second Row: Latta, R. Upton, Pearce. 

Third Rcnv: Rogers, Snyder, Holihan, Caney, Prout, Fletcher, Boyce, Swett. 


r ; 



Dramatics 

Front: R. Upton, McGovern, Rogers, Mrs. Worsham (Advisor), Latham, Valade, 
Macpherson. 

Back: Beers, Cahoon, Foster, LaCour, Prout (Vice-President), Avery (President), 
J. Allen, P. Bell, Strenz, Harris. 
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CAE Officers 
Andi Swett, President 
Nancy Richardson, Vice-President 
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KAVA Officers 
Susanne Strenz, Vice-President 
Kathy Latham, President 


KAVA 6 - CAE 3 



CAE Hockey 


Kneeling: Whitehead, Caney, D. Bell, P. Allen. 

Standing: N. Plimpton, Rogers, Coroon, Richardson, Swett (Captain), Snyder, 
Bullock, Fisher, Macpherson (Manager). 



KAVA Hockey 

Kneeling: Shipton, Tighe, Bartlett. 

Standing: Baker, Latham, Welch, Harris, Cahoon (Captain), LaCour, Trimble, 
Hope, Crocker. 



Hockey Games 


The long awaited day finally arrived when CAE and KAVA clashed once again. 
With November 10 came another hockey victory for KAVA and a game full of tense 
excitement on the part of both teams. The spirit was at bursting point as our cheers 
echoed across Rogers Hall and the surrounding area. The afternoon was followed by 
an evening of glamorous fun at the Hockey Banquet. Nancy Richardson presented 
Susanne Strenz with the Hockey cup after Kathy Latham and Andi Swett read a 
lovely speech praising both teams. At the close of the banquet, CAE and KAVA each 
sang their new songs, and the CAE song written by Becky Upton was chosen by the 
teachers to be the winner for the year. 

2nd Teams 


CAE 

Anderson 
Clough, S. 

Gadd 

Getsinger (Captain) 

Holihan 

Pearce 

Plimpton, E. 

Smith, N. 

Upton, C. 

Upton, R. 

Wilson, A. 

Wilson, D. 

Zinn 



KAVA 

Barton 
Baker, M. 

Brennan 

Briggs 

Deshler 

Downey 

Gale 

Hall, E. 

Flail, S. 

Jansen 
McGovern 
Samson (Captain) 
Winter 







CAE Volleyball 

Rogers, D. Bell, Whitehead, Getsinger, Richardson (Captain), Fisher, P. Allen, 
Pearce (Manager), Swett. 



KAVA Volleyball 

Barton, Crocker, Latham, Samson, Bartlett, Hope, Shipton, J. Allen (Manager). 
Absent — Dewey (Captain), J. Baker. 



Volleyball Games 


The volleyball game, being the first indoor sport of the year, was as always a 
contest packed with tension and screams. The gym resounded with the favorite chants 
of each club. 

The first team game went to CAE w ith a score of 32 to KAVA’s 23 points. The 
powerful serve of Tine Rogers was a contributive factor to the CAE win. Both teams 
employed skillful tactics like redirection and the spike in order to gain the serve and 
then the point. 

The second team game turned out like the first with CAE winning 29-21. 


CAE 

Bacon . 

Holihan 

Kendall 

Latta (Captain) 
Norton 
Plimpton, E. 
Plimpton, N. 
Wilson, A. 
Wilson, D. 


2nd Teams 


KAVA 

Brennan 

Briggs 

Brion 

Deshler 

Harris (Captain) 

LaCour 

Rowley 

Tighe 

Winter 





KAVA 17 - CAE 14 




CAE Basketball 

First Row: Richardson, E. Smith (Manager), P. Allen. 

Second Roiv: Fisher, Rogers, Collins (Captain), A. Whitehead, Getsinger, Swett. 


KAVA Basketball 

Baron (Manager), Deshler, Bartlett, Samson, Hope (Captain), Harris, Latham, 
Crocker, M. Baker. 


Basketball Games 


April 20 was the date finally decided upon for the first teams to meet each 
other. The long anticipated encounter was fast, firey and one of the most fun games 
played. 

The Blue and Gold defensive team was almost impregnable and prevented 
many CAE shots from reaching their goal. The final score was announced as 17-14 
favoring KAVA. 

Following the fierce contest the Bear and Lion met in the drawing room to 
pass the cup to the victor and to enjoy the kitchen ‘s finest sherbert. 

The second team title went to the same club as KAVA attained 13 points, 
CAE 10. 


2nd Teams 


CAE 


KAVA 


Bell, D. 

Boyce (Co-Captain) 

Bullock 

Keller 

Kendall 

Pearce 

Snyder 

Spring 

Upton, C. 

Upton, R. (Co-Captain) 



But of course I ■practice all the time. 


Barton 

Brennan 

Briggs (Co-Captain) 

LaCour 

Rowley 

Shipton (Co-Captain) 

Tighe 

Winter 



Chin up, in case we lose. 



Good exercise for the game, you know. 


CAE 16 - KAVA 14 



CAE Softball 


Sitting: D. Bell, Whitehead (Captain), P. Allen, Spring. 

Kneeling: Keller (Manager), Swett, Snyder, Richardson, Fisher, Latta, Rogers, 
R. Upton (Manager). 
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KAVA Softball 

Kneeling: Latham, Shipton, Crocker (Captain), Hope, Bartlett. 

Standing: Walker (Manager), Brennan, M. Baker, LaCour, Cahoon, Welch, Wright. 







Softball Games 


After a relatively short season, the softball game took place on May 24 . CAE 
redeemed itself from the second team loss the day before. The final score of the first 
team game that was close throughout was 16 - 14 . 

At first CAE found KAVA Laurie LaCours fast pitch a little hard to handle 
but the Red and White soon rallied to victory, by supporting Amy Whitehad’s 
pitching. 


2nd Team 


CAE KAVA 


Anderson 

Allen, S. 

Bacon 

Briggs 

Clough, S. 

Brion 

Gadd 

Deshler 

Getsinger 

Feather 

Holihan 

Foster 

Norton 

Gale (Captain) 

Plimpton, N. 

Harris 

Poliak 

Rowley 

Wilson, A. (Captain) 

Tighe 

Wilson, D. 

Valade 


Winter 




CUP WINNER -DEWEY (KAVA) 


I 



CAE Tennis 

Rogers, Beers (Manager), Macpherson, Bell, Swett. 
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KAVA Tennis 

Dewey, LaCour, Cahoon, Brennan, McGovern (Manager) 



CUP WINNER - ROGERS (CAE) 



CAE Badminton 

Back Pxoxv: Beers (Manager), Rogers 
Third Row: Maepherson. 

Second Row: Swett. 

First Ron 1 : Bell 



KAVA 106 - CAE 86 



CAE Swimming 


First Roiv: P. Allen, Bell, Snyder, Kendall, L. Clough. 
Second Roiv: Whitehead, Fisher, Richardson, Swett, Bacon. 
Standing : C. Upton (Manager). 



KAVA Swimming 


Sitting : Sullivan, Hope, Cahoon, Deshler. 

Standing: Wright, Kirchmaier, Brennan, Bartlett (Captain), Cowles, Latham, Barton 
(Manager). 




— 



CAE Cheerleaders 


Standing : Tine Rogers (Captain). 

Clockwise: Swett, Spring, E. Smith, P. Allen, Kendall, D. Bell, 
Whitehead, Fisher, Boyce, E. Plimpton, Holihan. 



KAVA Cheerleaders 


Front: Briggs, LaCour. 

Back: Barton, Feather, Brennan, Harris (Captain), Shipton, Latham, Welch, S. Elling- 
ton, Hope. 


The best test of the quality of a civilization is the quality of its leisure. 

Irwin Edman 
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FALL PLAYS 



On November 20, 1965, Rogers Hall presented two one-act plays. The Wedding 
by John Kirkpatrick is set in the 20’s at a fashionable home ceremony. The fun 
revolves around the groom’s lost collar button and his resultant lost temper which 
leads to a quarrel with the bride before the wedding. Debbie Gale made a lovely bride 
while Tine Rogers as the weepy mother of the groom gave a riotous moment to the play. 


The Groom 

The Bride 

The Best Man 

A Groomsman 

Mother of the Groom 

Aunt of the Bride 

Father of the Bride .... 


Julie Samson 

Deborah Gale 

Ellen Danenhow'er 

June Allen 

Justine Rogers 

Amy Wilson 

.. Virginia Holihan 



Love and How to Cure It by Thornton Wilder is a humorous but thought- 
provoking drama of some English players who have a late supper on the stage of a 
cold, empty theatre. The young dancer’s lover, played convincingly by Kathy Beers, 
is prevented from suicide by the old comedian’s persuasive philosophy. Pam Prout as 
Joey and Susanne Strenz as Rowena turned in outstanding character performances. 


Joey Pamela Prout 

Rowena Susanne Strenz 

Linda Alison Golding 

Arthur Katherine Beers 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 



The height of December activity was Christ- 
mas Vespers. The school population gathered in 
the candle-lit study hall for an expression of the 
spirit. The president of Student Council, Barbara 
Trimble, commenced the program with a Bible 
reading and a prayer. Elizabeth Getsinger’s storv of 
a family Christinas followed by Julia Macpherson’s 
poem represented the sentiments of the senior class. 
Challis Walker presented an essay vocalizing the 
feelings of her fellow. juniors. In a lighter vein, Donna Brion, a sophomore, related 
the delightful tale of the celestial reindeer. Toni Poliak pronounced a praver for the 
freshman class. 


“Les Femmes Savantes” and “El Circlo Espanol” each offered carols and hvmns 
in the traditions of the French and Spanish. T he Glee Club and Octet continued 
the musical aspects of the program with various seasonal tunes. 

Miss Ramsay then presented the seniors with their long-awaited school rings 
to be worn home with pride. 


CHRISTMAS PLAY 

A charming and unusual play, The journey of the Three Kings by Henri 
Gheon was presented on December 14, 1965. In this version of the Christmas story the 
three kings are human and humorous. Kathy Pearce who played colored Caspar added 
a bit of subtlety and wit to her interpretation while Jodi Landwehr made a delightful, 
very chatty angel. The set, simply designed with sand dunes, palm trees, and a rough 
cave in which the child was finally found, was a wonderful complement to the beauti- 
fully simple, poetic play. 



The Journey of 

the Three Kings 


Balthazar 


Chief Priest 


Melchior 

... Margaret Foster 

Mary 

.. Gretchen Valade 

Caspar 

. Katharine Pearce 

Joseph 

Beth Brennan 

An Angel 


Elephant 


A Night Watchman 

.. Lorraine LaCour 

Camel 


King Herod 

Marilyn Avery 

Ox 

Place Downey 

Secretary 

Katherine DeBlois 

Ass 

Doris Bell 

Slaves 

Hillary Barton, Susan Clough, Martha Parkinson 



SPRING PLAYS 


The spring plays were in the nature of an experiment. The players tried to 
demonstrate acting techniques by doing five scenes from great plays. Two scenes 
were presented on stage and three were presented on platforms on the gvm floor. 
This latter approach gave the actors and the audience the exciting, intimate feeling 
of theatre-in-the-round. The scenes were introduced by Marie Harris who also 
explained “how an actor prepares”. 



Capt. Absolute Lydia Languish Mrs. Malaprop 

Beth Brennan Julie Macpherson Susanne Strenz 

The Rivals by Richard Brinsley Sheridan gave the three actresses the challenge 
of highly stylized 18 th century drama. Graceful body movement and careful delinea- 
tion of character were especially essential to carrying the scene well. Julie Macpherson 
was a lovely languishing Lydia, while Susanne Strenz out-malaproped Mrs. Malaprop. 



Queen Mary Queen , Elizabeth 

Meg Foster Marilyn Avery 

The final scene of Mary of Scotland by Maxwell Anderson presents the two 
colorful queens, Mary and Elizabeth, in open conflict. Marilyn Avery played Elizabeth 
with all the necessary craft and steely ambition. As Mary, Meg Foster was beautiful, 
gracious, and triumphant in a moral sense. Both actresses had to work for intense 
concentration and build up of emotional tension; both turned in their best performances 
of the year. 




Richard 
Kathy Beers 


Muriel 

Jodi Landwehr 



The scene from Eugene O’Neill’s Ah Wilderness enabled our actresses to play 
for truth, for the young lovers’ romantic situation was one with which they could easily 
identify. Jodi and Kathy were loudly acclaimed for their wonderfully sincere portrayals. 


Amanda 
Becky Upton 



Laura 

Kathv Latham 

✓ 


A scene from The Glass Menagerie by Tennessee Williams gave our actresses 
a chance to develop complex characterizations in a tragic atmosphere. Becky as the 
faded, southern belle mother was amazingly mature in her approach and alternately 
excited our irritation and our pathos; Kathy as the pathetic, crippled Laura was very 
moving. 



Lady Bracknell Earnest Gwendolyn 

Pam Prout Julie Samson Line Rogers 

The Importance of Being Earnest by Oscar W ilde paralleled the 18 th century 
drama in its satiric tone. The players worked for graceful movement and stylized diction 
as well as the delicate handling necessary to witty dialogue. Pam Prout had her first 
triumph in a female role; her appearance as the haughty Lady Bracknell drew roars 
of laughter. Tine Rogers made Gwendolyn a clever witch with an ingenuous way. 



COMMENCEMENT PLAY 


l he commencement play on Monday evening, June 6, was a real triumph. The 
ageless comedy You Can’t Take It With You by Moss Hart and George S. Kaufman 
was fun for the east and, judging by their enthusiastic response, a pleasure to the 
audience. In this latest “age of anxiety” the play’s message still comes through loud 
and clear: relax— enjoy life— money isn’t everything— “you can’t take it with you”— 
take time for little pleasures . . . This philosophy continues to appeal to us in the 
60’s as it did to audiences of the 30’s— perhaps it’s every man’s utopia. 

Each member of the cast showed that she had worked to make her madcap 
character unique. Pam Prout as Grandpa, who hunts snakes, throws darts, and enjoys 
life, was truly outstanding. Susanne Strcnz as Mrs. Sycamore, who began to write 
plays eight years before because a typewriter had been delivered by mistake, was one 
of the funniest characters R. El. audiences have seen. Jodi Landwehr as an alcoholic 
actress showed how a “bit” part well done can steal a scene. Other “bit” gems were 
created by Gretchcn Valade as the sneakered Mr. DcPinna and Cathy Cowles as the 
seedy, hut still glamorous Countess Olga. Kathy Pearce and Julie Macpherson were 
a hilarious colored couple while Becky Upton made Mr. Kolcnkov a wonderfully 
bombastic Russian, Tine Rogers as Essie who practiced ballet throughout the play 
and Kathy Latham as her husband, a xylophone virtuoso, added much humor and a 
truly professional touch to the production. And of course, the lovers, Meg Foster as 
Alice and Kathy Beers as Tony were handsome and appealing. 

Too much praise cannot be given to the set designed by Mrs. Dorothy Perloff. 
We seldom have the opportunity to have a single unit set and at last we could make 
a real room full of the atmosphere intended by the author. The effect of “early attic” 
was marvelous; we felt that the cast had been living in this room forever and that they 
had lovingly accumulated all the paraphenalia themselves: bric-a-brac, snakes, cat, 
printing press, dart board, and dreadful pictures. Miss Ramsay commented that she’d 
like an evening just to study the room. 


Cast of Characters 

Penelope Sycamore Susanne Strenz 

Essie Justine Rogers 

Rheba Julia Macpherson 

Paul Sycamore Beth Brennan 

Mr. DePinna Grctchen Valade 

Ed Kathleen Latham 

Donald Katharine Pearce 

Martin Vanderhof ( Grandpa ) Pamela Prout 

Alice Margaret Foster 

Henderson June Allen 

Tony Kirby Katharine Beers 

Boris Kolenkhov Rebecca Upton 

Gay Wellington Jodi Landwehr 

Mr. Kirby Marie Harris 

Mrs. Kirby Amy Wilson 

Countess Olga Catherine Cowles 

G-Men Lucinda Keller, Lorraine LaCour, Martha Snyder 


Scene: The home of Martin Vanderhof, New York, 1936 





FATHER-DAUGHTER DAY 

Our fathers arrived in time for lunch (of course), which was served at the out- 
door fireplace. We then had enough energy for the vigorous softball game. No one 
seems to have kept score but it looked as if the daughters had a lead on the fathers, 
probably due to that fattening-up process beforehand. Most fathers enjoyed the water 
ballet and were quite willing to brave the steam of the pool room to watch their 
daughters perform. 

The day came to an end with the class skits followed by the traditional dance. 
The dance proved the fathers to be excellent dancers but not able to outlast their 
daughters in the new style. 







— 



Water Ballet 

Sitting: Barton, C. Upton, Whitehead, Sullivan, Fuller, Shipton, Briggs, P. Allen, 
Fisher, Hope, Snyder, Downey, Brennan, Gale, Gaylord, Deshler, Kendall, Bacon, 
Norton. 

Standing: Cahoon, Valade (Managers), Richardson, Latham (Stars). 

WATER BALLET 

The fathers liked the show from the start; the theme was a favorite among 
fathers as well as daughters. It w as the lovely songs of The Sound of Music to which 
the girls swam. Kathy Latham as Maria and Nancy Richardson as Captain Von Trapp 
did an excellent job along with the rest of the cast; the fathers were proud of all who 
participated, and all thank Miss Bowes for her direction of the ballet. 


f 

l 


Anyone seen my rubber tube? 


I just can't go out there . . . 





FOUNDER'S DAY 




Watch that stuff , Dick! 


A lovely spring day of sun and blue sky was the back- 
ground for Founder’s Day, the commemoration of Elizabeth 
Rogers’ birthday. On May 7,. alumnae, old and new congregated 
at the school. Much activity was centered around the Senior 
Fair, a display of the year’s handiwork and rummage offered 
for sale. 


Surely you’re charging at least $200! 


Luncheon was served in the dining room followed by the 
annual alumnae meeting in study hall. An interesting program 
had been prepared and alumnae, their families, the faculty, and 
students moved to the gym to enjoy a presentation of R. H. 
talent. An excellent sampling of the Glee Club repertoire was 
heard on a tape of the Rogers Hall-Governor Dummer Academy Concert. Under the 
direction of Miss LeButt the Glee Club actually sang “People”, giving proof of their 
musical skill. 


The dramatics department then presented a repeat performance of one of a 
collection of scenes done in the spring. Eugene O’Neill’s Ah Wilderness was enacted 
by Katherine Beers as the young man offering his attentions to the ingenue played 
by Jodi Landwehr. 

In the pool room, four stars of the Water Ballet repeated a scene from thei? 
version of the Sound of Music. Nancy Richardson, Kathleen Latham, Martha Fisher 
and Beth Brennan swam to the favorite tune, “Sixteen Going on Seventeen”. The 
appropriate costumes and colorful scenery of the Swiss Alps added to the effect. 


PROM 


On Saturday afternoon of May 21, boys began arriving from various locations 
to meet their friends and blind dates. The afternoon’s out-of-doors activitv included 
tennis, softball, walks and talks. 

In the evening couples gathered for a buffet dinner and dancing. Flowers and 
greens from the yard added loveliness to the sight and aroma of the dining room. 
The R. H. Negatives sang several delightful pieces featuring a duet by Patricia 
Dewey and Susan Baron. The day students and their dates concluded their evening 
with a party at Rebecca Bartlett’s home. 

Plans of a picnic at Singing Beach on Sunday were altered due to unfavorable 
weather. The seniors again enjoyed the hospital itv of the Bartlett’s in Chelmsford. 
The undergrads and friends feasted on a steak breakfast before saying goodbye. 











CLASS DAY AWARDS 


1966 


CLUB CUPS 


Hockev 

KAVA 

Swimming 

KAVA 

Volleyball 

CAE 

Badminton 

CAE 

Basketball 

KAVA 

Tennis 

KAVA 

Softball 

CAE 




INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Badminton 

Tennis Cup 

Posture Cup 


Justine Rogers 
Patricia Dewey 
.. Juanita Hope 


R. H. AWARDS . . . Given to those who have earned a total of seventy or more 

points in one year. Points are given for athletic ability, 
sportsmanship, captains, managers, water ballet, posture and 
neatness. 


CAE 

Prudence Allen Justine Rogers 

Doris Bell Martha .Snvder 

Martha Fisher Andrea Swett 

Nancy Richardson Amv-Jo Whitehead 


Rebecca Bartlett 
Beth Brennan 
Susan Briggs 
Donna Cahoon 
Marian Crocker 


KAVA 

Lydia Deshler 
Marie Harris 
Juanita Hope 
Lorraine LaCour 
Kathleen Latham 


Sandra Shipton 


HONORARY R. H. AWARD . . . Barbara Trimble (First since 1962) 


NEATNESS AWARDS 


Hall Lee Anne Roehm, Toni Poliak 

MacGay 

First Floor Donna Cahoon, Rebecca Upton 

Second Floor Elizabeth Getsinger, Rebecca Upton 


ANNOUNCEMENT OF CLUB OFFICERS FOR NEXT YEAR 

CAE KAVA 

President Amv-Jo Whitehead President Marian Crocker 

Vice-President Martha Fisher Vice-President .... Catherine Welch 


COMMENCEMENT 


Baccalaureate 

Commencement activities at Rogers Hall began Sunday morning at All Souls 
Church where the Reverend Joseph Simone gave an excellent dissertation concerning 
“courageous character” in which he expounded upon the necessity of individual 
forbearance to the Christian ideal. After the service a reception was held by the 
church parishioners for the seniors and their families. 

Musicale 

The Musicale, performed on Sunday afternoon, included various selections 
by the Glee Club and several songs bv the Octet. Mindy Jansen was the soloist for 
the Glee Club and Gretchen Valade with Martha Chigas played a piano duet which 
was also accompanied by the Glee Club. Afterwards, the guests as well as the singers 
were able to quench their thirsts with punch served in the library. 

Senior Luncheon 

On Monday the Senior Luncheon was given and meaningful and witty 
verses, composed for each senior, were read aloud. Place cards of the front door to thei 
school were put at each place for the seniors and bouquets were given to the seniors 
who had completed four years at Rogers Hall. 

Class Day 

The Class Day exercises commenced with the awarding of the athletic prizes 
by Miss Ramsay and Miss Bowes. Following these presentations announcements of 
the new club officers were made by the present officers. The class prophecy and class 
will were read by Banjie Getsinger and Stormy Pearce, respectively. The undergrad 
and senior songs were sung for the last time to conclude the day. 

Graduation 

The much anticipated day of graduation finally arrived on Tuesday, June 7. 
Although the weather was humid, a refreshing breeze blew over the peaceful atmos- 
phere of the Commencement exercises. The thirty-one seniors wore lovely white 
pique, A-line dresses with bouquets of pink roses. 

The traditional receiving line was formed at 9:30 where the seniors met 
various guests. The seniors marched into the gvmnasium at ten to the music of 
“Pomp and Circumstance”. The address to the senior class was given by the Reverend 
Herbert Gezork, D.D. who urged the seniors to look back with pride but also with 
gratitude, to look forward with confidence, and to look upward with faith. His 
language was truly beautiful and his thoughts deep vet hopeful. 

Dr. Latham presented the diplomas and Miss Ramsay gave the awards, after 
which the seniors marched out to form a floral arc under which the tearful undergrads 
passed. The many goodbyes were said as the seniors left for new experiences in 
knowledge. 
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AWARDS AND HONORS 
1966 


UNDERHILL HONOR - COLLEGE PREPARATORY 

Susan McGovern 

PARSONS HONOR - GENERAL COURSE 
Marie Harris 


HONOR ROLL - AVERAGE 
Prudence Allen 
Karen Anderson 
Rebecca Bartlett 
Catherine Cowles 


85% OR ABOVE 
Lucinda Keller 
Susan McGovern 
Justine Rogers 
Nancy Smith 


HELEN HILL AWARD 
Barbara Trimble 


ATHLETIC AWARDS 

Kathleen Latham Andrea Swett 

ART PRIZE 
Rebecca Bartlett 


DRAMATICS 
Justine Rogers 

Who finds joy in work and thus has become a creator. 


Katherine Beers 
Margaret Loster 
Marie Harris 


Marilyn Avery 
Susan Baron 
Patricia Dewey 
Deborah Gale 
Marie Harris 


Honorable Mention 
Jodi Landwehr 
Julia Macpherson 
Katharine Pearce 

MUSIC APPRECIATION 
Susan McGovern 

Honorable Mention 
Virginia Holihan 
Juanita Hope 
Melinda Jansen 
Pamela Prout 


Pamela Prout 
Susanne Strenz 
Rebecca Upton 


Martha Snyder 
Susanne Strenz 
Rebecca Upton 
Amy-Jo Whitehead 
Katharine Winter 


ART APPRECIATION 

Seniors Pamela Prout Undergraduates Place Downey 


CURRENT EVENTS 

Seniors Nancy Richardson LIndergraduates .... Prudence Allen 

Honorable Mention 

Seniors Lucinda Keller Undergraduates Martha Chigas 

Justine Rogers Catherine Cowles 

KATHERINE WHITTEN MacGAY LITERARY PRIZES 

Seniors Margaret Foster . . . Who finds beauty in "the smallest things.” 

Undergraduates Donna Brion . . . Who speaks with ‘‘The flower of the mind.” 


ALLEN, June,. Old Causeway Road, Bedford, Massachusetts 

ALLEN, Prudence, R.D. #2, Fairview, Pennsylvania 

ALVAREZ, Estela, 85-11 Avon Street, Jamaica, New York 

ANDERSON, Karen, 39 Daniels Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

AVERY, Marilyn, 44 Colton Place, Longmeadow, Massachusetts 

BACON, Lindsay, 1 127 Ranfield Lane, Flint, Michigan 

BAKER, Julie, Box #17, Bernardsville, New Jersey 

BAKER, Martha, 138 Brigham Hill Road, North Grafton, Massachusetts 

BARON, Susan, 35 East 85th Street, New York, New York 

BARTLETT, Rebecca, 17 Delwood Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

BARTON, Hillary 658 Nimes Road, Los Angeles, California 

BEERS, Katharine, 214 Southdown Road, Huntington, Long Island, New York 

BELL, Doris, 26 Crescent Road, Riverside, Connecticut 

BELL, Pamela, 83 Beacon Street, Marblehead, Massachusetts 

BOYCE, Martha, 62 Hitchcock Drive, Westport, Connecticut 

BRENNAN, Beth,. 278 Pine Orchard Road, Pine Orchard, Connecticut 

BRIGGS, Susan, Carefree Apts., Box #4811, Cable Beach, Nassau, Bahama Islands 

BRION, Donna, Skunks Misery Road, Locust Valley, Long Island, New York 

BROX, Cynthia, 192 North Lowell Street, Methuen, Massachusetts 

BULLOCK, Elizabeth, P. O. Box #243, Johnsonville, South Carolina 

CAHOON, Donna, 20 Blodgett Avenue, Swampscott, Massachusetts 

CANEY, Laurie, 75 Woodbury Road, Watertown, Connecticut 

CHIGAS, Martha, 7 Andover Road, Billerica, Massachusetts 

CLOUGH, Leona, 863 Andover Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

CLOUGH, Susan, 863 Andover Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

COLLINS, Ann, 1615 Judson Avenue, Evanston, Illinois 

CORROON, Donna, Piping Rock Road, Locust Valley, Long Island, New York 
COWLES, Catherine, 332 Iroquois Avenue, Green Bay, Wisconsin 
CROCKER, Marian, 184 School Street, Milton, Massachusetts 
DeBELL, Gayle, 1 1 Oriole Drive, Andover, Massachusetts 
DeBLOIS, Katherine, Fairhaven Hill, Concord, Massachusetts 
DESHLER, Lydia, 7 Dunham Road, Scarsdale, New York 
DEWEY, Patricia, 393 North Lakeway, Palm Beach, Florida 
DICKINSON, Louise, Fenwick, Old Saybrook, Connecticut 
DOWNEY, Place, 3476 Jackson Street, San Francisco, California 
ELLINGTON, Katharine, 424 Ocampo Drive, Pacific Palisades, California 
ELLINGTON, Susan,. 424 Ocampo Drive, Pacific Palisades, California 
FEATHER, Barrie, 443 Highbrook Avenue,. Pelham Manor, New York 
FISHER, Martha, Kimogenor Point, New Suffolk, Long Island, New York 
FLETCHER, Edith, 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FLETCHER, Mary, 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FOSTER, Margaret, 181 Shore Road, Old Greenwich, Connecticut 
FULLER, Elizabeth, 511 Mapleton Avenue, Suffield, Connecticut 
GADD, Carol, 33 Stoner Drive, West Hartford, Connecticut 
GALE, Deborah, 8 Copeland Avenue, Reading, Massachusetts 

GAYLORD, Sarah, 100 Stuyvesant Road, Biltmore Forest, Asheville, North Carolina 


GEARHART, Robin, 51 South Road, Rye Beach, New Hampshire 

GETSINGER, Elizabeth, Linkfield Road, Watertown, Connecticut 

GODDEN, Louise, 45 Sunset Rock Road, Andover, Massachusetts 

GOLDING, Alison, 104 Moran Road, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

HALL, Elizabeth, 345 Nahant Road, Nahant, Massachusetts 

HALL, Sandra, 345 Nahant Road, Nahant, Massachusetts 

HARRIS, Marie, 1496 Clover Street, Rochester, New York 

HARVEY, Katharine, 2025 Gratiot Avenue, Saginaw, Michigan 

HOLIHAN, Virginia, 60 Bartlett Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

HOPE, Wendy, 286 Sycamore Avenue, Shrewsbury, New Jersey 

JANSEN, Melinda, 481 King of Prussia Road, Radnor, Pennsylvania 

KELLER, Lucinda, 2 Stevens Street, Methuen, Massachusetts 

KENDALL, Janet, 61 Laurelwood Road, Holden, Massachusetts 

KIRCHMAIER, Kathryn, 28683 East River Road, Perrysburg, Ohio 

LaCOUR, Lorraine, 15 Hillside Road, New London, Connecticut 

LANDWEHR, Jodi, Indian Chase Drive, Greenwich, Connecticut 

LATHAM, Kathleen, 38 Boston Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

LATTA, Alyson, 1730 Cloverly Lane, Rydal, Pennsylvania 

LEOFF, Francine, 11 George Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

LOVE JOY, Linda, 2201 Lehigh Station Road, Pittsford, New York 

MACPHERSON, Julia, 4 Woodland Place, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 

McGOVERN, Susan, 14 Williams Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

MELVILLE, Carolyn, 181 Remington Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

NEAL, Andray, 31 Water Street, Kittery, Maine 

NORTON, Lynn, 1 Elk Avenue, New Rochelle, New York 

PARKINSON, Martha, Keveney Lane, Yarmouth, Massachusetts 

PEARCE, Katharine, 357 South Main Street, Cohasset, Massachusetts 

PLIMPTON, Eliza, Old Sudbury Road, South Lincoln, Massachusetts 

PLIMPTON, Nicola, Old Sudbury Road, South Lincoln, Massachusetts 

POLLAK,. Toni, 1400 South Joyce Street, Apt. C-1704, Arlington, Virginia 

PROUT, Pamela, 652 Mountain View Drive, Lewiston Heights, Lewiston, New York 

PRYOR, Linda, 101 Beacon Street, Boston, Massachusetts 

RICHARDSON, Nancy,. 11927 Longleaf, Sandalwood, Houston, Texas 

ROEHM, Lee Anne, 1502 Marlowe Avenue, c/o Schodell, Cincinnati, Ohio 

ROGERS, Justine, 66 Milton Road, Apartment #22B, Rye, New York 

ROWLEY, Carol, 10 Meriam Street, Lexington, Massachusetts 

SAMSON, Julie, 649 Westbrook Road, Ridgewood, New Jersey 

SCANNELL, Claire, 131 Holyrood Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

SEMPLE, Lea, 245 East 19th .Street, New York, New York 

SHIPTON, Sandra, 953 West Street, Pittsfield, Massachusetts 

SMITH, Ellen, 20 Outlook Avenue, West Hartford, Connecticut 

SMITH, Nancy, Manley Street, Marblehead, Massachusetts 

SNYDER, Martha, Princes Point, Yarmouth, Maine 

SPRING, Susan, 4 Elm Street, Concord, Massachusetts 

STRENZ, Susanne, Spy Rock Hill, Manchester, Massachusetts 

SULLIVAN, Kathleen, Box #405, Rancho Santa Fe, California 


SWETT, Andrea, 5 Wolcott Terrace, Winchester, Massachusetts 
TIGHE, Johanna, 23 Holyrood Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 
TRIMBLE, Barbara, 931 Crestmont Road, Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania 
UPTON, Carol, 67 Academy Hill, Watertown, Connecticut 
UPTON, Rebecca, 637 Pennsylvania Avenue, Oak Ridge, Tennessee 
VALADE, Gretchen, 37 Willow Lane, Crosse Pointe Farms, Michigan 
WALKER, Challis, 1508 South Shore Drive, Erie, Pennsylvania 
WELCH, Catherine, 9 Lake Place, Branford, Connecticut 
WHITEHEAD, Amv-Jo, 3259 Polo Drive, Delray Beach, Florida 
WICKWIRE, Sherill, Locust Avenue, Flomer, New York 
WILSON, Amy, 7 Prospect Street, Williamstown, Massachusetts 
WILSON, Deborah, 1270 Andover Street, North T ewksburv, Massachusetts 
WINTER, Katharine, 60 South Main Street, Suffield, Connecticut 
WRIGHT, Christina, Groton School, Groton, Massachusetts 
ZINN, Deborah, Ballwood Road, Old Greenwich, Connecticut 

FACULTY 

RAMSAY, Miss Hildred, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 

JONES, Mrs. Howard, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 

STATEN, Mrs. Louise, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 

ALEXANDER, Miss Doris, Plummer Hill, Bristol, New Hampshire 

BENTLEY, Mrs. Charlotte, 15 John Turco Drive, Walpole, Massachusetts 

BOWES, Miss Carol, 2 Tupelo Road, Swampscott, Massachusetts 

CALHOUN, Mrs. William, 7 Chestnut Avenue, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

COLPITTS, Mrs. Stephen, 18 Winter Street, Plymouth, New Hampshire 

IRISH, Miss Elizabeth, 396 East Merrimack Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

LATOUR, Mrs. Edward, 202 Parkview Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

LeBUTT, Miss Dorothy, 144 Pine Street, Portland, Maine 

MacGAY, Mrs. Katharine, 2 Cross Street, Camden, Maine 

MICHEL, Mrs. Leopold, Wadden Court, Marblehead, Massachusetts 

MILLER, Mrs. Rav, 28 Gerson Terrace, Lowell, Massachusetts 

NESSLAGE, Miss Ann, 36 Pondfield Road, Bronxville, New York 

NICHOLS, Miss Betty, 11600 East 16th Avenue, Aurora, Colorado 

PASSMORE, Mrs. Clarence, c/o Stephen Goodridge, 1940 J St., Eureka, California 

PERLOFF, Mrs. John, 162 Linmoor Terrace, Lexington, Alassachusetts 

PHELPS, Miss Dorothv, High Street, R.F.D., Norwell, Massachusetts 

PULLING, Miss Anne, 17 Louisburg Square, Boston, Massachusetts 

ROBINSON, Miss Carol, 73 Raven Road, Lowell, Massachusetts 

SARGENT, Mrs. Marjorie, Ogunquit, Maine 

SCALISE, Rev. Victor, 222 Liberty Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

SELIN, Mrs. Arthur, 18 Oneida Road, Winchester, Massachusetts 

STUCK, Miss Pamela, 295 Harvard Street, #807, Cambridge, Massachusetts 

SWANN, Miss Grace, 61 Nesmith Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

WHITE, Mrs. George, 5 Elmer Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 

WORSHAM, Mrs. Banks, Partridge Lane, Carlisle, Massachusetts 




A Good 

Beginning . . 
So Long . . 


A Good Friend . . 
Farewell . . . 




A Good Class . . . 
Goodbye . . . 

“Partir c’est nmrir tin yen” 
(Follow every rainbow) 
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A Good Guide . . 
auf Wiedersehen 
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